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PREFACE, 


THE  author  of  the  following 
fheets  is  unwilling  to  obtrude  on 
the  public  any  fuperfluous  mat-' 
ter ;  but  he  conceives  that  his 
reputation,  if  any  has,  or  ever 

Jthall 


II 


PREFACE. 


fhall  be  awarded  him,  demands 

/ 

a  few  words  by  way  of  preface. 

1 

•  \ 

Leopold  Warndorf  wTas,  about 
two  years  ago,  caft  in  a  dramatic- 
mould  5  it  contained  characters 
which  have  fince  been  put  afide, 
and  attempts  at  humour  which 
will  not  be  found  in  thefe  vo¬ 
lumes. — “  Oh !  that  I  could  fee  the 
inimitable  Kemble  affuming  the 
paffions  of  the  Marquis — that  1  - 
could  hear  the  exquiiite  tones  of 
Mrs.  Siddons  fwelling  with  the 


rage 


Ill 
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rape  and  refentment  of  Victoria  : 

o 

and  the  alinoft  magic  voice  of 
Mrs.  Jordan  repeating  the  hopes 

and  the  forrows  of  the  fimple 

\  r 

Antoinette  !” — Thefe  words  I  have 
not  unfrequently  uttered.  The 
reader  may  fmile  at  my  vanity  y — 
I  have  fmiled  at  it  myfelf.  My 
ambition  faded  :  the  fancied  laugh 
of  the  Manager  was  a  death- 
blow ;  and  I  put  afide  my  papers, 
becaufe  I  would  not  he  reminded 
of  my  own  folly  and  preemp¬ 
tion. 

A  2  At 
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At  length  I  brought  them  to 
the  light  again,  and  at  intervals 
began  to  form  them  into  a  Novel. 
I  changed  the  fcene  of  adtion 

from  France  to  Germany,  gave 

/ 

new  names  and  titles  to  my  cha¬ 
racters,  and  had  actually  written 
the  iirft  volume,  when  I  went  to 
fee  the  reprefentation  of  a  new 
Play,  which  defervedly  became  a 
favourite  with  the  town.  I  was 
agitated  by  the  excellence  of  the 
performance  :  and  when  I  left  the 
Theatre,  Ifancied  there  was  a  great 

fimilitude 
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fimilitude  between  the  drama  and 
what  I  had  then  written  and  de¬ 
signed.  Self-affured,  however,  of 
my  honefty,  I  proceeded  in  my 
work,  which  I  completed  in  the 
manner  as  it  is  now  prefented  to 
the  public ;  and  I  {hall  never 
think  myfelf  more  indebted  to  the 
German  poet,  than  he  is  to  me* 
Indeed  the  likenefs  has  lince  ap¬ 
peared  to  me  very  faint:;  and  I 
v  tm  perfuaded  that  my  book  con¬ 
tains  not  a  fentence  that  may  be 

traced 
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.traced  in  the  author  to  whom  I 
have  alluded. 

It  may  he  faid  by  fome,  that, 
even  in  this  ftiort  appeal,  there  is 
much  ado  about  nothing  ;  and  the 
fenfe  of  my  own  fceblenefs  pre¬ 
vents  me  from  aiming  at  fuch  a 

O 

ftupendous  giant  as  Kotzebue. 
But  I  know  the  prejudices  arifing 
from  comparifon  ;  and  I  do  not 
think  it  improbable,  but  that  a  cer¬ 
tain  fet  of  monthly  critics  (I  fpeak 
not  of  the  Monthly  Reviewers ), 

•may. 
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may,  in  fome  after  feafon,  affure 
their  readers  that  my  book  bears 
a  refemblance,  though  fuch  an 
one  as  by  no  means  is  favour  able  to 
the  imitator ,  to  Peregrine  Pickle, 
or  to  the  facetious  Humphry 
Clinker. 

Hamlet .  Methinks  it  is  like  a  weafel, 
Folonius.  It  is  back’d  like  a  weafel. . 
Hamlet.  Or,  like  a  whale  ? 

Folonius.  Very  like  a  whale. 


Some  of  the  inconiiftencies  of 
the  Daniih  Courtier  may  be  found 

o 


m 
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in  the  ingenious  critics  of  the 
eighteenth  century ;  among  whom 
I  fhall  not  be  furprifed  to  difcover 
thofe  who  will  confider  me  as  a 
pigmy,  too  diminutive  to  be  bound 
on  the  wheel  of  torture,, 


i 
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ii—  - 


Ifabdla  to  Baron  Altcnburg . 

Allow  me  to  offer  you  my  con¬ 
gratulations  on  a  late  happy  occafion— 
congratulations  which  flow  from  the 
heart,  not  merely  from  the  tongue. 
Coming  from  me,  and  on  fuch  cir- 
cumflances.they  fhould  be  unbounded, 
vol.  I,  e  many. 


4  LEOPOLD  WARNDORF, 

^  ' '  '  '  ,  •  , 

remember,  Sir,  who  I  was,  and  who  I 
am  ?  I  facrificed  the  opinion  of  the 
world  and  every  thing  to  you  ;  and 
when  the  finger  of  derifion  and  con- 

I 

tempt  has  been  pointed  to  me,  I 
have  fcorned  it  on  your  account,  and 
gloried  in  that  connection  with  you 
which  the  world  loudly  called  my 
fhame. 

<  % 

What  if  I  had  deferted  you,  and 
fled  to  the  arms  of  another,  would  you 
not  have  upbraided,  fcorned,  curfed 
me  ?  Why  then  fhould  h not  upbraid, 
fcorn,  and  curfe  you  for  your  trea¬ 
chery  and  hypocrify?  But  my  lips 
fhall  be  fealed  on  this  fubjeCt  for 

ever.  Remember,  however,  that  my 

i 

enmity 
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enmity  will  not  fleep:  at  fome  future 
day  I  will  be  revenged,  amply  re¬ 
venged.  My  malice  will  ever  be 
wakings  reft  not,  therefore,  in  fecu- 
rity  :  I  will  plot  mifehief,  and  execute 
it.  The  law.,  (hall  not  reach  me  s 
your  power  fliall  dwindle  into  impo¬ 
tence  s  and  if  any  horrid  difafter 

t 

fhould  befal  you,  regard  it  as  the 
revenge  of 

Isabella  Marilli . 


The  Baron  to  I  fab  ell  a . 

YOUR  frantic  letter  has  reached 
me  the  language  of  it  (hocks  me.  I 

b  3  am. 


/ 
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am,  however,  inclined  to  view  it  as  ai 
burft  of  frenzy,  and  cannot  think 
but  that,  when  reafon  returns,  you  will  . 
regard  it  with  horror  and  repentance. 
Were  you  not  fearful  of  having  your 
hand  fliffened  by  the  anger  of  Heaven 
when  it  was  employed  in  giving  cha¬ 
racters  to  your  dreadful  execrations  ? 
Bid  the  hyena  poffefs  the  powers  of 
the  human  voice,  it  could  not,  even 
in  its  mod  lavage  moments,  e.xprefa 
any  thing  more  (hocking  and  atro¬ 
cious, 

Isabella,  I  know  the  ftrength  of  your 
mind,  the  fervour  of  yourpafTions,  and 

the  irritability  of  your  difpofition  : 

but 
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but  there  have  been  times  when  your 
ientiments  have  charmed  me — when 
love  has  been  predominant  in  your 
bofom,  and  when  your  temper  has 
followed  mine  through  all  its  mazes, 
and  {hewn  itfelf  with  fuperiorlty. 

-  *  V 

Hear  me,  Ifabella — I  entreat  you  to 
hear  me  with  patience.  I  think  I  can 
extenuate  the  crime-  of  which  I  am 
accufed,  for  my  own  conference  has 
already  acquitted  me  of  it. 

s,  '  « 

You  will  remember  that  feventeen 
years  have  paffed  fince  we  firft  met  in 
Italy.  Finding  you  regardlefs  of  cer¬ 
tain  forms  and  eftablifh  ments  obferved 
in  fociety,  I  began  an  acquaintance 

b  4  with 


S  LEOPOLD  WARNDORF. 
with  you  of  fuch  a  nature,  I  conceived, 
as  the  dilFatisfadtion  of  either  of  u& 
might  readily  diifolve.  I  admit  that 
1  was  the  firft  objed  of  your  choice, 
and  alfo  that  I  have  never  had  any 
reafon  to  fuppofe  that  I  was  only  a 
fharer  of  your  affedions  • — you  yielded 
to  me,  and  furely  I  made  equal  facri- 


\ 


declare  that  my  connedion  with  you 
had  been  the  moll  fevere  of  his  afflic¬ 


tions?  Bid  not  my  uncle,  his  fur  liv¬ 
ing  brother,  difpofe  of  his  immenfe 
property  to  enrich  fhrines,  and  to 
fatten  Monks,  in  order  that  he  might 
reduce  to  poverty  the  man  who  refuted 

to 
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to  abandon  you  ?  After  that,  limited 
as  [  'was,  did  I  not  for  feveral  years 
attach  myfeif  tO'you,  fupport  you  with 
elegance,  refent  each  injury  that  was 
offered  to  you,  and 'make  you  an  objebt 
of  greater  confideration  than  myfeif? 

My  condudt  and  propenfities  have 
been  of  a  very  faulty  nature  ;  they  led 
me  into  fuch  extravagances,  that  I 
lately  found  ruin  flaring  at  and  me¬ 
nacing  me.  My  fortune  was  reduced 
to  the  lowed  date,  and  I  was  almoft 
wild  when  thinking  on  the  means  of 
re-edablifhing  it.  I  thought  of  mar¬ 
riage,  but  at  the  fame  time  thought 
of  you,  Ifabella,  and  was  pained.  I 
Irad  many  internal  druggies,  and  the 
combat  between  love  and  neceflity  was 

b  5  obdinate  5 
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obfiinate  j — the  latter,  however,  con¬ 
vincing  me  that  it  were  better  to  place 
you  in  Tingle  independence,  than 
plunge  you  into  the  did  refs  that 
threatened  me,  I  refolved  to  perfevere 
in  my  new-formed  intention  ;  and, 
during  my  ab fence  from  you,  which  you 
To  forcibly  urged  me  to  account  for,  and 
which  the  want  of  fortitude  prevented 
me  from  doing,  I  feledted  a  woman, 
young,  beautiful,  and  rich.  I  married 
her ;  and  I  confefs  to  you  that  I  love 
her.  The  paflion  which  I  entertained 
for  you  muft,  if  I  wifh  for  happinefs, 
be  fuppreiTed — it  is  my  duty  to  con¬ 
quer  it  :  but  if  you  will  in  its  place 
allow  me  to  fubftitute  friend  fir  ip,  it 
ill  all  attend  you  till  my  heart  grows 
sold  in  my  bofom. 


Your 
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Your  threats,  Ifabella,  are  futile  ; 
made  in  a  moment  of  paffion,  they 
are,  I  hope,  already  forgotten.  Retire 
from  Vienna,  and  you  fhall  receive  an 
annual  fum  fufficient  for  your  fupport: 

make  a  propofal  yourfelf ;  let  me 

/ 

know  your  withes  on  the  fubjedt,  and 
I  will  readily,  cheerfully  accede  to 
them.  Remember,  however,  that  you 
mult  retire  from  Vienna  ;  Ifabella  and 
Chriftiana  muft  not  be  near  to  me  at 
one  time,  left  my  new-formed  prin¬ 
ciples  fnould  be  deftroyed,  and  my  old 
habits  again  imperceptibly  ideal  on 
me. 


Your  cool  judgment,  not  your  paf- 
fions,  muft  direct  you  3  and  I  think, 

b  6  Ifabella, 
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Ifabella,  however  fevere  are  your  hi¬ 
ve  (dives,  I  think  it  is  not  poffible  for 
you  to  hate  me — to  curfe  me  twice  l 
NeceiTity  has  of  late  been  my  direc- 
trefs  ;  and,  as  my  heart  did  not  wil¬ 
fully  dray  from  you,  pity  and  forgive 
me. 

One  fubjedl  l  have  not  yet  touched 
upon — our  daughter,  the  child  of  our 
love: — God  blefs  her  !  I  am  indeed  her 

father — 1  feel  it,  I  feel  it  this  moment 

✓ 

in  my  foul.  She  is  now  hxteen — 
flveet,  blooming,  beautiful  !  Ifabella,, 
yield  her  up  to  me  ;  I  will  place  her 
with  an  accomplifhed  lady,  who,  I  am 
convinced,  will  give  the  fined  polifh 
to  this  rich  diamond. 

3 
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I  will 


> 


LEOPOLD  WARNDORF.  IJ 

I  will  lee  her  often — you  fhall  fee  her 
at  certain  periods ;  and  when  (he  ar~ 
rives  at  the  age  of  twenty,  Chrifttana’s 
dowery  fhall  provide  a  fortune  for 
Ifabella’s  daughter.  Think  of  this 
ferioufly.  Kifs  my  dear  girl  for  me, 
and  prepare  her  to  accompany  the 
perfon  whom  I  fhall  fend  for  her  in 
the  ccurfe  of  a  few  days. 

And  now,  Ifabella,  I  am  writing  a 
painful  word — Farewel !  I  fee  you 
at  this  moment ;  your  rage  is  h\ifhed? 
you  are  fad,  dejedted }  you  pity,  you 
love 

*  • 

Alteriburg . 


Ifabella 
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Jfabella  to  the  Baron. 

IT  was  my  intention,  Baron,  to 
have  remained  filent  after  having 
written  my  lad  letter  to  you  ;  but  it 
is  neceflary  I  fhould  addrefs  you  again. 
The  winds  laugh  at  the  poplar  that 
bows  at  their  palling ;  you,  probably, 
exult  with  the  idea  of  having  bent  me 
down  with  your  confequence  :  but  you 
are  deceived  in  refpedt  to  my  date  ; 
my  foul  is  dill  great  in  its  monarchy, 
and  as  much  as  ever  defpifes  your 
perfidy  and  hypocrify. 


Your 
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Your  laft  epifble  has  caufed  me  to 

X  • 

fmile,  but  not  to  weep;  no,  Sir,  I 
have  done  with  borrow  iflmufl  be 
tormented,  it  {hall  be  by  active  pain 
not  by  that  dull  anguifh  which  makes' 
the  fufferer  contemptible. 

You  have  not  yet  convinced  me 
but  that  you  are  a  proud,  infulting 
monfter — a  felfifh  being,  who,  for  h is 
own  prefervation,  or  for  the  pleafures 
of  a  dainty  mind,  fcruples  not  to 
facrifice  his  honour,  and  the  peace  of 
thofe  to  whom  he  is  forfworn.  A 
fpider,  hideous  and  venomous  as  your- 
felf,  would  fpin  a  ftronger  web  than 
that  of  your  arguments ;  flimfy  in  its 
texture,  and  forry  in  its  conftruc- 

tion, 
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tion,  a  breath,  a  vapour  will  deflroy 

'  ✓ 

it. 

Baron,  I  once  loved  as  much  as  I 
now  defpile  you.  I  have  blefled  you 
a  thoufand  and  a  thoufand  times ; 
why  have  you  given  me  caufe  to  curfe 
you  eternally  ?  From  a  palTage  in 
your  letter,  it  might  be  inferred  that 
you  ftepped  from  poverty  by  your  late 
pleafing  gradations,  merely  to  fave  me 
from  it.  Worthy  man  !  I  want  a 
new  heart  to  thank  you  for  it. 

i  *  f' 

To  be  near  you  was  once  to  be 
happy.  In  the  days  of  our  acquaint¬ 
ance,  had  you,  in  conference  of 
crime,  been  fent  to  anydiftant  country 

*  to 


\ 


t  . 
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to  be  made  a  common  drudge,  or  to 
the  galiies,  or  to  the  mines,  I  would 
have  been  your  affociate  prifoner.  In 
the  winter,  I  would  have  retained 
only  one  of  my  coverings,  and  warmed 
your  limbs  with  the  others:  and  in 
the  fummer,  my  hand  fhould  have  re- 

7  j 

moved  each  drop  of  fweat  as  foon  as 

*  % 

it  darted  upon  your  brow.  Thefe  are 
not  the  boadings  of  romance  but 
whatever  they  are,  they  (hall  fink,  and 
be  forgotten. 

You  have  been  very  elaborate  in 
dating  your  compulfions  and  your 
motives  for  withdrawing  yourfelf  from 
my  lociety,  and  given  yourfelf  much 
unneceffary  trouble  in  repeating  dale 

incidents. 
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incidents.  Sir,  did  you  conceive 
yourfelf  as  appealing  an  incenfed  pro- 

flitute,  or  as  pleading  to  the  ear  of 

/ 

ignorance  and  ftupidity  ? 

Infulting  man  !  do  you  not  remem- 
'  % 

her  that  I  am  allied  to  a  family,  the 
honour  of  which  was  not  blemifhed 
till  I  fool i fhl y  attached  myfelf  to  you 
and  your  fortunes  ?  My  father  curled 
me,  my  mother  abhorred  me,  my  filler 
turned  from  me,  my  friends  contemned 
me  1 — Wretch,  wretch  !  all  this  they 
did,  and  thus  was  I  loll  to  them,  be- 
caufe  1  loved,  and  fo  madly  gave  my-  - 
felf  up  to  you.  Preach  no  more, 
then,  on  neceffity — my  dare  was 
the  greater  |  but  your’s  is  the 

triumph 
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triumph  over  mifplaced  love  and  infa¬ 
tuation. 

Baron,  I  will  leave  Vienna  when  I 
pleafe  ;  I  will  have  no  ftipulations.  If 
my  continuance  here  can  either  pain 
or  perplex  you,  I  will  be  rooted. — You 
will  provide  for  my  neceffities !  —  You  ! 
1  would  hunt  with  dogs  in  the  ftreet 
for  food,  beg  it  from  door  to  door, 
fupplicate  every  palling  ffranger  for 
charity,  rather  than  receive  the  foniefl 
pittance  from  you — famifh,  peri  ill 
firft.  I  reject  all  your  fervices  ;  and 
again  avow  tnyfelf  your  implacable 
enemy. 


Out 


I 
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Our  daughter  !~Think  you  I  will 
give  her  up  to  you — that  I  will  entruft 
her  with  the  man  who  betrayed  and 
deierted  her  mother,  in  order  that  (lie 
may  receive  a  provifion  from  the 
dowery  of  Chriftiana  ?  Pitiful  man! 
to  kiil  her  would  be  better  than  to 
betray  her. 


On  hearing  the  news  of  your  mar- 


t  r 
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j»  I  lcni  insi  ) 


_  (T»  ^  r\  rl  I'x  & 
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me  as  a  mark  of  my  fhame :  (lie  at 
that  moment  ieemed  to  bear  a  (tronger 
likenefs  to  you  than  ever,  1  (truck 
her  with  violence,  and  made  her 
bleed  1— Oh  my  beloved  child  !  par¬ 
don  the  action  of  a  frenzied  mother  ! 
1  biffed  off  all  the  blood,  and  died  my 

lips* 


\ 
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lips.  I  love  her  fifty  thoufand  times 
more  than  ever.  You  fliould  have 
my  heart  from  my  bofo'm  rather  than 
my  adored  chiid.  What  if  I  had 

murdered  her  ?  God  would  have  made 

/ . 

j you  anfwerable  for  the  crime,  and  ac¬ 
quitted  me.  I  ftruck  my  daughter!— 
Oh  I  fhall  remember  it  on  mv  death- 
bed  ! 

Altenburg,  you  are  deceived  ;  I 
have  no  more  love  for  you  than  for  any 
of thebrutecreation.  My  paffions  may, 
in  fome  degree,  fubfide  ;  but  the  fpirit 
of  revenge  I  will  not  attempt  to  con¬ 
quer.  -  * 

Isabella • 


Baron 
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Baron  Altenburg  to  Count  StcndaL 

SOME  few  years  ago,  clear  Count, 
I  fent  you  my  congratulations  on  your 
having  attained  a  wife  ;  and  in  your 
anfwer  ,you  laughingly  wifhsd  tnat  1 
would  afford  you  the  opportunity  of 
flie wing  to  me  an  equal  civility  on  a 
fimilar  occation  ; — t ire  time  to  felici¬ 
tate  me  is  arrived,  for  I  am  married. 

About  a  week  has  eiapfed  fince  I 
became  the  hufband  or  a  charming 
woman,  with  whom  I  hope  to  live  in 
true  happinefs  and  enjoyment,  forget- 

ful  of  the  errors  of  youth,  and  of  the 

lollies 
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follies  of  riper  years,  and  in  dire&ing 
my  views  towards  fuch  objects  as  an 
imoroved  and  corrected  confciencefhall 

X 

point  out  to  me.  So  have  I  refolved 
and  (worn  myfelf  to  do,  and  I  daily 
di (cover  a  growing  (lability  in  my 

v.  / 

mind,  which  aflids  me  in  my  bed  pro¬ 
jects  ;  and  from  which  I  infer  that 
I  (liall  be  enabled  to  tread  the  paths  of 
honour  and  of  rectitude  without  de¬ 
viating  into  thofe  of  diilipation  and 
extravagance,  in  which  I  have  too 
long  been  an  unwary  and  idle  tra¬ 
veller. 

Many  of  my  follies,  which  my  late 
father  fo  much  lamented,  and  which, 
in  his  latter  days,  added  poignancy  to 

his 


V 
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Ins  afflictions,  originated  even  from  bis 
own  inattention  ;  for  when  I  was  a 
mere  boy,  he  not  only  allowed  me  a 
free  command  of  money,  but  prompted 
me  to  a  profufe  expenditure,  unwifely 
thinking  that  the  liberality  of  the  hand 
would  create  liberality  of  heart. 

Sent  into  the  world  at  a  very  early 
age,  the  good  precepts  which  had 
been  laid  down  for  my  edification, 
were  foon  put  to  flight ;  and  my 
young  companions  laughed  at  my  mo¬ 
rality,  till  I  myfelf  began  to  ridicule 
it.  Italy  is  not  the  (oil  for  virtue , 
and  thither  I  was  lent,  under  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  a  tutor,  who  frequented  the 
bath  of  Venus  more  often  than  the 

temple 
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temple  of  Minerva ;  and  who  would 
rather  ftepinto  the  fteamy  refectory  of 
Epicurus,  than  into  the  fchools  of  phi- 
lofophy,  though  to  my  father  he  had 
fhewn  himfelf  a  lloic,  and  animad¬ 
verted  on  the  practice  of  morality  as 
earneftly  as  on  the  culpability  of  the 
minor  and  elder  vices.  A  punifhment 
of  the  greatefl  feverity  ought  to  be 
inilibtedon  fuch  dangerous  hypocrites; 
fo,  however,  at  that  time  I  did  not 
think.  I  regarded  him  as  an  obliging, 
accommodating  perfon,  and  was  glad 
that  he  would  not  only  allow,  but 
alfo  partake  of  the  gaieties  of  life. 


I  was  fcarcely  nineteen  when  I  be¬ 
came  acquainted  with  Ifabella,  who 
vol.  i.  c  from 


c 
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from  that  period,  till  very  lately,  con¬ 
tinued  to  relide  with  me,  and  by 
whom,  you  know,  I  have  a  charming 
daughter. 

My  companion  was  a  moft  extraor¬ 
dinary  young  woman ;  (lie  was  held 
as  a  lingular  character  ;  and  her  pecu¬ 
liar  fentiments  almoft  entirely  excluded 
her  from  female  fociety  :  fuch  fociety, 
however,  floe  did  not  court.  She  had 
the  mind  of  a  man,  combined  of  judg¬ 
ment,  wit,  and  fancy :  in  affociating 
with  the  oppolite  fex  fhe  was  happy ; 
and  being  in  fome  degree  difcounte- 
nanced  by  her  family,  fhe  religned 
herfelf  up  to  me,  and  our  gratification 
was  mutual. 


At 
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At  certain  different  periods  I  have 

i 

propofed  to  marry  her,  when  (lie  has 
allured  me  that  her  happinefs  was 
complete,  and  that  neither  law  nor 
cuftom  could  poffibly  improve  it. 
Iiabella  was  deficient  of  property; 
and  for  the  firft  eight  years  I  lived 
with  fuch  freedom,  that  I  found  the 
inconvenience  of  it  :  and  my  father 
and  family  were  fo  difgufted  with 
my  habits  of  life,  from  which,  how¬ 
ever,  I  was  not  to  be  diverted,  that 
they  made  my  fortune  confiderably 
narrower. 

i 

When  they  left  the  world,  I  found 
my  expectations  greatly  baffled ;  and 
I  confefs  that  I  regarded  them  as  rigid 

c  2  moralifts, 
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moralifts,  who,  naturally  too  coldly 
conflituted  to  participate  in  pleafurc 
themfelves,  churlillily  thought  my 
trifling  indulgences  ferious  vices,  and 
all  my  pleating  gaieties  unpardonable 
levities.  Even  my  external  mourning 
was  limited  :  the  world  foon  received 
me  again,  and  its  pleafures  I  purfued 
with  increafed  avidity.  To  be  coldly 
prudent  I  thought  unneceifary  and 
abfurd  ;  to  be  gay,  and  to  feek  for 
pleafant  varieties,  I  only  feemed  to 
live.  My  mind,  therefore,  feldom 
dwelt  upon  my  father  ;  and  my  cynic 
uncle,  who  had  removed  all  his  gold 
from  my  grafp,  I  blotted  out  of  my 
memory. 


From 
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From  thoughtiefs  expenditure,  I 
ran  to  extravagance ;  diffipation  was 
fweeping  away  my  property ;  and  the 
pleafure  that  I  courted,  and  in  which 
Ifabella  joined,  would  not,  I  conceived, 
be  fucceeded  by  any  degree  of  pain, 
or  of  repentance.  But  I  was  deceived  ; 
an  attachment  to  gaming,  and  a  feries 
of  ill  fortune,  made  me  a  complete 
bankrupt ;  and  I  was  reduced  almoft 
to  poverty,  though  Ifabella  had  no 
fufpicion  of  my  circumftances  being 
even  impaired. 

Dear  Count,  I  am  afraid  that  I  have 
already  tired  you  wath  the  repetition 
of  my  follies;  with  fome  of  them  you 
were  before  acquainted,  but  the  word: 


✓  - 
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of  them  I  have  hitherto  concealed  from 
you.  I  will  pafs  haftily  over  the  fub- 
je<5t  by  merely  faying  that  the  reduc¬ 
tion  of  my  fortune  and  confequence  I 
had  not  fufficient  philofophy  to  with- 
ftand — -it  tortured,  almoft  diftrafted 
me  3  and  I  reflected  ferioully,  as  at 
fuch  times  moft  prodigals  do,  on  my 
extreme  folly  and  culpability.  > 

Forming  an  excufe  of  bufinefs,  I 
quitted  Ifabella  for  two  months,  and 
retired  into  the  country,  having  pre- 
vioufly,  but  with  confiderable  diffi¬ 
culty^  bound  my  moft  ferious  credi¬ 
tors  to  a  temporary  forbearance  and 
fecrecy. 

An 

\ 


t 
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An  accufing  confcience  haunted 
me  :  my  eyes  were  no  longer  mifty  5 
and  the  conduct  of  my  father  and 
my  uncle  now  appeared  to  me  to  be  the 
refult  of  caution,  rather  than  of  vin¬ 
dictive  malice.  I  went  to  the  houfe 
of  a  friend,  at  fome  diftance  from 
Vienna,  and  to  that  friend  I  made 
known  all  my  indifcretions,  which 
created  pain,  and  even  drew  tears  from 
me.  He  pitied  me  when  he  found 
my  repentance  fincere,  and  endea¬ 
voured  to  confole  me  with  good 
hopes.  His  fortune  was  not  very 
large,  but  he  generoudy  tendered  me 
a  part  of  it  and  having  begged  me 
to  pardon  him  for  his  freedom,  he 
cenfured  many  of  my  paft  faults,  and 

c  4  laid 
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laid  down  to  me  a  regular  plan  of  life*, 
to  which  I  ferioufly  attended. 

V  , 

Headvifed  me  tore-eftablifh  my  for¬ 
tune  by  marriage,  and  introduced  me 
toalady  of  birth  and  education, ferioufly 
advifing  me  to  make  myfelf  as  agree¬ 
able  to  her  as  pofTible.  I  thought  of 
Ifabella  with  pain,  and  at  firft  could 
not  liflen  to  his  advice  ;  but  my  ideas 
wandering  again  into  their  late  per¬ 
plexing  track,  I  agreed  to  endeavour 

to  in  {innate  myfelf  into  the  favour  of 
Chriftiana,  and  to  aim  at  fecuring  her 
affedions. 

This  talk,  however,  I  was  fcarcely 
equal  to  s — Ifabella  oppofed  it,  ho¬ 


nour 
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nour  oppofed  it :  (till  I  carried  on  my 
defigns  with  all  poffible  ingenuity.  I 
confefs  I  ufed  many  little  artifices ; 

*  f 

which,  in  the  courfe  of  two  months,  I 
difcovered  had  fecured  me  her  heart. 
I  now  really  loved  her,  and  refolved  to 
offer  myfelf  to  her; — I  did  fo,  and 
was  accepted.  But  before  I  could 
do  this,  I  had  a  thoufand  internal 
ftruggles  ;  neceffity,  however,  urged 
me  on,  and  my  friend  applauded  and 
encouraged  me. 

Chriftranars  fortune  was  very  large, 
and  at  her  free  difpofal.  Unwilling 
that  fo  young  and  excellent  a  woman 
fhould  be  deceived  in  her  objedt,  I 
ftated  to  her  my  reduced  wealth, 

c  5  laid 
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laid  my  heart  and  its  tranfgrellions 
open  to  her,  and  ingenuouily  (hewed 
myfelf  as  I  had  been,  and  then  was. 
She  thanked  me  for  my  opennefs  with 
a  fweetnefs  that  reached,  and  almoft 
melted  my  foul ;  fmilingly  offered  to 
countenance  the  daughter  of  Ifabella 
after  fhe  had  been  brought  into  notice- 
by  an  amiable  female  friend j  and  en¬ 
treated  me  to  appropriate  a  fund  for 
the  ufe  of  her  mother,  my  late  com* 
panion. 

The  fentiments  of  Chrifliana  raifed 
my  admiration  ;  thefe  truths  which^ 
as  a  man  of  honour,  I  thought  proper 
to  make  known  to  her,  and  which 

i 

many  women  would  have  fhut  their 


ears 
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ears  againft,  fhe  placidly  liftened  to  ; 
and  in  the  plan  of  her  own  gratifica¬ 
tion,  fhe  did  not  negledt  the  happinefs 
of  thofe  with  whom  I  had  been  fo 
long,  fo  intimately,  and  I  may  add,  fo 
dearly  connected, 

*  ■  '  ,  .  \ 

I  married  ;  received  the  congratu¬ 
lations  of  my  friend,  and  carried  my 
lovely  bride  to  Vienna  juft  four 
months  after  I  had  left  it ;  and,  at  her 
earned:  requeft,  immediately  paid  thofe 
creditors,  the  fear  of  whom  had  driven 
me  from  that  city. 

1 

I  was  preparing  to  apprize  Ifabella 
of  my  marriage,  and  to  make  fuch* 
pecuniary  arrangements  for  her  as  my 

c  6  friend  fib  ip 
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friend  (hip  prompted  me — (friendjkip  f 
perhaps  it  was  fomething  more),  when 
I  received  from  her  a  letter,  written  in 
a  ftyle  of  frenzy,  and  not  only  inti¬ 
mating  a  knowledge  of  my  union,  but 
alfo  a  rooted  hatred  to  me,  expreff- 
ing  many  curfes,  and  declaring  eter¬ 
nal  enmity. 


Though  her  letter  led  me  aim  oft 
to  fuppofe  that  (lie  had  been  deprived 
of  reafon,  I  immediately  anfwered  it. 
Feeling  moft  fenfibly  for  her  fituation, 
I  endeavoured  to  footh  and  tranquil¬ 
lize  her  ;  and,  after  making  fome  pro- 
pofals  for  her  future  accommodation, 
entreated  her  to  yield  her  child  up  to 
me.  This  has  only  ferved  to  ftrengthen. 

her 
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1 

her  refentment.  She  replies  that  fhe 
detefts  me,  that  fhe  defpifes  afii fi¬ 
ance,  and  that  fhe  will  not  part  from 
her  daughter.  Her  letters  agitated 
and  affedted  me  5  for  my  own  tran¬ 
quillity  I  put  them  into  the  flames, 

I  fear,  Count,  that  I  have - 1  ought 

not  to  proceed. 

-  > 

I  trufl  that  the  prefent  ftorm  will 
foon  be  hufhed  by  ferenity,  and  that  I 
and  Chriftiana  fhall  be  uninterrupt¬ 
edly  happy  : — fhe  is  a  noble  creature, 
and  I  cannot  love  her  too  well  fhe 
wins  upon  me  in  a  moment,  and  in 
an  hour  fhe  abfolutely  fafcinates.  I 
mufl  be  compounded  of  all  the  different 

vices 


i 
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vices  if  ever  I  abufe  her  love  and  gene- 
rofity. 

Oh  dear  Stendal !  X  think  I  am 

f 

now  fecure  in  virtue  and  in  happinefs. 
The  fea-boy  falling  from  the  talleft 
maft,  and  caught  midway  by  a  fellow- 
mariner,  cannot  more  rejoice  at  his 
prefervation  than  X  do.  And  yet 
poor  Ifabella  ! — my  fweet  daughter! 

j 

Count,  furely  I  may,  in  fome  degree, 
ftill  love  the  former ;  for  what  is  the 
difference  between  love  and  friend- 
fhip  ?  and  as  to  the  latter,  not  even 
Chrifliana  is  dearer  to  the  heart  of 

Altenburg . 

Count 


LEOPOLD  WARNDORF. 


Count  Stendal  to  Baron  Altenburg 

AN  account  of  your  wedding,  dear 
Altenburg,  had  reached  me  before  I 
received  your  letter  ;  which,  however, 
does  not  prevent  me  from  wifhing 
you  every  poflible  felicity,  and  much 
permanent  happinefs.  Rumour  has 
been  of  late  very  bufy  with  your 
name  ;  and  in  the  loquacity  of  her 
goffipings,  I  mud  add,  fhe  has  not 
been  tender  of  your  reputation.  Hex 
accufations  againfl  you  are  numerous , 
and  (he  has  given  out  that  with  your 
miftrefs  you  have  been  cruel  and  per- 

fidious3 


i 
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fidious,  and  with  your  wife  defigning 
and  hypocritical. 

Thefe  are  the  journeying  ftories  of 
the  day — the  tales  of  thofe  who  are 
better  pieafed  in  attending  to  the  con¬ 
cerns  of  other  people  than  to  their 
own.  You  mud  not  be  angry  with 
me  for  introducing  them  here,  nor 
regard  me  with  refentment  till  I  join 
the  gabbling  party  of  your  cenfurers. 

And  yet  I  am  tempted  to  rifk  your 
difpleafure  in  fpeaking  of  the  fubjedt 
to  which  you  have  led  me  i  you  have 
not,  it  is  true,  enquired  the  nature  of 
my  fentiments  ;  the  tenor  of  your  own 
language,  however,  encourages  me  to 

treat 
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«’  •  » 

treat  you  with  little  ceremony,  and 
to  fpeak  freely  of  thofe  matters  con¬ 
cerning  which  you  have  been  fo  unre- 
ferved.  You  have  indeed,  Altenburg, 
laid  yourfelf  very  open  to  me  ;  the 
caufes  that  you  affign  for  your  early 
deviations,  have  confiderable  weight ; 
and  the  character  of  your  tutor  I  hold 
to  be  odious,  and  alfo  know  to  be 
juft. 

I  have  at  different  periods  taken 

•» 

fome  pains  in  examining  the  qualities 
of  which  you  are  compofed,  and  many 
times  lamented  that  habit  fnould  have 
deftroyed  what  Nature  had  fo  well  and 
generoufly  executed.  I  mufi  not  for¬ 
get  that  I  am  addrefling  a  man  equal 

to 
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to  me  in  years  and  underftanding~ 
who  was  my  fchoolfellow,  my  earlieft 
aUbciate,  and  the  merry  companion  of 
my  iivelieft  days.  I  neverthelefs  wi(h 
to  deal  frankly  with  you,  and  to  fpeak 
in  the  fame  manner  that  you  have  in 
paft  times  freely  fan&ioned. 

Your  firft  acquaintance  with  Ifabella 
was  unfortunate,  your  clofer  connec- 

tion  ftill  more  unhappy.  To  begin 

9  \ 

at  the  age  of  nineteen  too  1 — mere 
boy  and  girl ;  and  yet,  forfooth,  in 
your  own  opinions  you  were  philofo- 
phers  !  Ifabella  was  a  deluded  wo¬ 
man  j  but  though  (he  continued  fo 
long  in  concubinage,  I  cannot  rimple 
my  brows  at  her  according  to  the 

rules 
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rules  of  our  rigid  moralifts- —  I  cannot 
help  pitying  her. 

Altenburg,  you  fhould  not  have 
deferted  her  :  your  errors  were  mu¬ 
tual,  your  pleafures  mutual ;  and  your 
diftreffes  ought  to  have  been  the 
lame.  You  Hepped  together  into 
guilt  ;  you  did  not  take  her  ftained 
from  its  fchool.  You  admit  her  tide* 
lity  for  fixteen  years — that  Ihe  was 
wife,  tender,  affectionate,  and  chat  fhe 
brought  you  a  lovely  daughter.  Such 
a  woman  I  cannot  call  a  proftitute, 
and  fuch  a  woman  you  ought  not  to 
have  wronged. 


I  wonder 
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I  wonder  not  at  her  prefent  diffrac¬ 
tion.  Remember,  Altenburg,  that 
you  admit  (lie  has  never  offended  you 
fince  you  offered  to  make  her  your 
wife,  and  which  propofal  the  did  not 
catch  at,  merely  becaufe  floe  was  fe- 
cure  in  your  love  and  honour.  You 
have  done  wrong: — marry  to  remove 
your  embarraffments  !  Why  did  you 
not  apply  to  me  ?  Did  I  not  once 
accept  of  a  loan  from  you,  remain  a 


]onp*ti^°  wphfnr  nnrl  even  oav 

vuin  uCUlui  ,  »-«•.- _ _  _  _ 
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you  by  mftalments  ?  Why  then,  in 
the  days  of  my  profperity,  could  you 

not  condefcend  to  alk  me  for  a  fimilar 

% 

affiftance  ?  I  can  fcarcely  pardon  this 
pride. 


Dear 
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Dear  Altenburg,  whatever  harfhnefs  • 
this  letter  befpeaks,  I  am  mo  ft  truly 
your  friend  ;  I  wifh  fincerely  for  your 
happinefs,  and  for  the  happinefs  of 

Chriftiana,  of  whom  you  have  drawn 

« 

fo  lovely  a  picture.  Your  fituation  is 
peculiar,  and  you  muft  cautioxifly 
frame  your  actions  according  to  it,  or 
your  felicity  will  pafsover  as  a  vition. 
You  muft  not  truft  yourfelf  with 
Ifabella  even  for  a  moment  ;  there 
would  be  moft  imminent  danger  in  it. 
Do  her  juftice  as  far  as  you  can  ;  and 
retire  for  a  while  with  your  wife  into 
the  country. 

Though  you  have  forgotten  your 
old  vows,  remember,  I  conjure  you, 

your 
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your  new  ones;  thofe  which  are  made 
<0 

in  the  open  air,  ought  to  be  as  reli- 
gioufly  obferved  as  thofe  uttered  at 
the  altar.  I  hope  you  are  firm,  my 
friend,  in  your  refolutions ;  and  yet  I 
am  almoft  afraid  to  truft  fuch  a  heart 
as  your’s.  I  again  entreat  you  to  leave 
Vienna :  I  (hall  be  prevented  by  a 
vifit  that  I  am  going  to  make,  to  offer 
you  an  invitation  ;  but  1  wifh  you  to 
write  to  me  frequently,  and  to  direct 
to  me  at  W— — .  Happinefs  to  the 
friend  of 

StendaU 


To 


XEOPOLO  WARNDORF, 


To  Ifabclla . 

THEenclofed  bills  areprefented  to 
Signora  Marilli  with  all  poffible  re- 
fpedt ;  and  the  perfon  who  has  taken 
the  prefent  liberty,  entreats  her  to  do 
him  the  honour  of  accepting  them. 
He  hopes  he  fhall  not  be  accufed  of 
indelicacy  in  mentioning  the  name  of 
Altenburg,  and  in  alluring  her  that 
the  Baron  has  no  knowledge  of,  or 
Intereft  in  the  tranfaftion. 

Stranger  as  the  writer  of  this  is  to 
Signora  Marilli,  he  feels  a  more  than 
common  intereft  in  her  fate,  and  in 

that 
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that  of  her  lovely  daughter— an  inte- 
reft  which  no  felfifli  or  improper  view 
has  created,  and  from  which  nothing 
more  than  their  accommodation  and 
happinefs  is  expected. 


If  the  Signora  ftiould  be  returning 
to  Italy  before  her  fupplies  from  that 
country  arrive,  and  will  ftill  further 
oblige  an  unknown  friend  by  allowing 
him  to  do  away  that  inconvenience, 

,  *  ... ✓  i  •>  *  .  * 

he  will  be  moft  truly  happy,  and  any  fum 
may  be  readily  commanded  by  her.  She 
is  entreated  to  give  the  ftranger  an 
anfwer,  dire&ing  it  to  Mr,  H — — ,  at 
the  poft-office  at  B — —  ;  and  again 
affined  that  her  acquiefcence  to  his 
requeft  will  be  in  the  greateft  degree 

pleafing, 
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pleafing,  and  alfo  that  the  obligation 
will  be  ever  confidered  to  reft  on  him 
alone. 

»  '  -r  a;  • 


To  Count  Stendal. 

ABOUT  two  years  ago,  you,  my 
Lord,  fpent  a  few  days  with  Baron 
Altenburg,  a  man  who  was  once 
known,  and  dearly  loved  by  me.  1 
was  then  an  inmate  of  the  fame  houfe; 
and  whenever  in  your  company,  the 
goodnefs  of  your  heart,  the  richnefs 
of  your  mind,  and  the  delicacy  of  your 
manners  could  not  fail  to  imprefs,  and 
to  ihew  me  your  genuine  merit. 

yol.  i,  d  The 
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The  peculiarity  of  my  fituation 
quickened  my  remarks  on  fociety ;  I 
endeavoured  to  diferiminate  as  juftly 
as  poffible,  and  I  think  it  was  not 
often  that  I  looked  with  the  eyes  of 
prejudice.  I  deal  not  in  flattery. 
Count,  but  muft  fay  that  your  man- 
ners  and  deportment  excited  the  ad¬ 
miration  of  Altenburg’s  miftrefs, 
which  was  my  worldly  appellation. 

You  may,  perhaps,  remember  that 
you  once  prefented  me  with  a  written 
copy  of  fome  beautiful  verfes ;  it  was 
made  by  your  own  hand,  and  conjec¬ 
turing  it  was  alfo  your  own  mufe  that 
gave  birth  to  the  ideas,  J  have  till  this 
hour  p refer ved  the  lines,  and  very 
5  often 


I  u 
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often  read  them  with  increafing  ad¬ 
miration. 


Some 


few  days 


ago 


I 


received  an 


anonymous  letter,  encloling  notes  of 
value,  and  fpeaking,  I  think,  the  lan¬ 
guage  of  Count  Stendal.  My  furprife 
at  firft  was  more  than  common ;  and 


it  was  not  till  after  many  readings  that 
I  thought  the  characters  of  the  hand 
familiar  to  my  eye.  Feruling  it  ftiil 
more  ferioufly,  and  thinking  of  your 
verfes,  I  immediately  compared  them, 
difcovered  them  to  be  the  fame,  and 
knew  that  he  who  ftyled  himfelf  a  Gran¬ 
ger,  was  the  generous  Count  Stendah 


/ 


D  2 
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My  Lord,  my  Lord  !  your  kind- 

nefs  has  found  a  paflage  to  my  heart, 

»  \ 

which  is  impatient  to  pour  its 
whole  Lore  of  gratitude  before  you. 

I  cannot  feled  words,  1  cannot  ftudy 
a  drefs  for  language — but  indeed  I 
thank  you,  moft  fincerely  thank  you. 

You  muft,  however,  pardon  me  for 
returning  that  part  of  your  packet 
which  I  hold  the  lead  valuable  :  the 
bills  you  will  receive  again  with  this, 
but  your  letter  I  retain  ;  and  having 
damped  it  on  my  memory,  fliail 
place  it  foremod  in  the  depofitory  of 
friend fhip.  I  may  hereafter  be  very 
poor  3  and  if  poverty  can  make  me 
*  5  humble 
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humble, I  may  then  probably  apply  to 
fo  excellent  a  friend  and  benefactor. 

My  daughter — Oh  thefe  foolifh 
tears! — my  daughter  will  cheer  me 
in  every  diftrefs }  her  fmiles  will  irra¬ 
diate  the  cells  of  want ;  and  her  fweet- 

nefs,  her  innocence - Dear  my 

Lord,  beware  of  the  profeffed  friend- 
iliip  of  the  Baron.  He  who  can  aCt 
as  Altenburg  has  done,  can  ftep  be¬ 
yond  the  devil  in  villanv,  can  flur 
religion,  violate  fanCfity,  fpread  cor¬ 
ruption,  and  blow  a  peftilence  around 
him. 

Deny  not,-  my  Lord,  your  generous 
impofition,  for  i  am  fure  my  fufp-icions 

p  3  do 

1  4  V. 
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do  not  deceive  me ;  and  though  I 
decline  your  friendly  ferviees,  I  blefs 
you  for  the  motives  that  prompted 
you  to  offer  them.  I  am  not  return¬ 
ing  to  Italy — I  have  no  country,  no 
friends  1  I  am  an  outcafl,  a  forlorn  and 
miferable  alien  !  The  perfidy  and 
cruel  defer tion  of  Altenburg  may 
corrupt  my  heart,  and  caufe  it  to¬ 
ad:  defperately,  but  lliall  never  make 
it  infenfible  to  fuch  a  friend  as  your 

\ r  ' 

Lord  (li  ip. 

Isabella  Marillu 
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Baron  Alienlurg  to  Count  StendaL 

STENDAL,  what  a  letter  have 
you  written  to  me  !  I  read  it  with 
horror,  remorfe,  and  anguith ;  and 
fearing  to  trail  my  eyes  with  it  too 
often,  I  put  it  into  the  fire,  and  en¬ 
deavoured  to  forget  all  that  it  con- 
tained  :  but  every  fentence,  every 
word  was  impreifed  firmly  on  my 
mind  ;  I  alternately  thought  you  cruel 
and  juft,  unmerciful  and  candid. 

Surely,  my  friend,  you  deal  too 
hardly  with  me,  and  make  me  more 
culpable  than  1  really  am.  You  know 

D  4  not 
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not  the  nature  and  extent  of  my  late 
pecuniary  obligations  ;  they  were  too 
heavy  and  too  many  for  friendship  to 
bear,  nor  could  I  have  applied  to  you 
to  be  the  witnefs  of  fuch  immenfe 
follies.  Had  not  the  demands  of  my 
creditors  been  immediately  attended 
to,  I  muff  have  refigned  my  liberty, 
and  entered  a  prifon  ;  and  in  fuch  a 
Hate,  what  could  1  poflibly  have  done 
for  the  fupport  of  Ifabella  and  her 

v  y, 

daughter?  Nothing; — diftrefs  mud 
inevitably  have  fallen  on  them,  and 
they  might  have  been  even  the  vic¬ 
tims  of  want. 

If  my  arguments  are  fallacious,  for 
God’s  lake  do  not  endeavour  to  crufh 

them  ! 
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them  !  Some  fenfe  of  the  propriety  of 
my  conduct  it  is  abfolutely  neceffary 
to  retain,  or  I  fhall  be  wretched  in¬ 
deed.  I  mud  enter  no  accufations 
again  ft  myfelf ;  ftiould  I  do  fo,  my 
prefent  ftate  of  content,  which  I  admit 
is  not  perfect,  would  be  fatally  dif- 
turbed,  and  the  lines  of  mifery  would 
be  drawn  over  the  plan  that  happinefs 
has  begun  to  fketch.  \  If  I  am  deceived 
in  myfelf,  let  the  illufion  continue  ; 
the  veil  withdrawn,  my  eyes  might 
ever  thereafter  be  open  only  to  wretch- 
ednefs  and  forrow. 

You  cannot  conceive,  Stendal,  in 
what  {hocking  language  Ifabella  has 
expreffed  her  fentiments  on  my  mar- 

d  5  .  riage  5 
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riage  ;  it  is  fo  ungovernably  wild,  fb 
rude  and  favage,  that  l  am  fearful  h£r 
intellects  are  affected  :  and  yet  now 
and  then  a  foftnels  glides  in  unde- 
lignedly,  which  diffolves  my  foul,  and 
gives  her  again  to  my  imagination, 
not  as  a  friend,  but  as  the  woman 
who  fafcinated  and  held  me  in  a  long 
and  willing  bondage.  Still  (he  vows 

o  o 

eternal  refentment,  talks  of  bringing 
fottie  thing  fatal  on  me,  and  obflinately 
reiufes  all  manner  of  affiftance,  pre¬ 
ferring  poverty  and  pain,  beggary  and 
contempt,  to  any  fervices  which  I 
have  offered  her ! 

Oh  how  miserable  fhould  I  be  were 
ilie  to  experience  the  horrors  of  want ! 

and 
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and  I  know  not  what  means  (lie  has  of 
keeping;  them  from  her ;  for  (lie  has 
religned  every  valuable  to  me,  even 
her  trinkets  and  clothes !  and  thofe 
diamonds  which,  in  the  moments  of 
love,  I  purchafed  to  give  brilliancy  to 
charms  that  I  adored,  (lie  has  fent 
back  to  me — back  to,  as  Die  flyles 
me,  £C  the  venal  Baron  of  Altenburg.” 

s 

Count,  in  talking  of  this  woman,  I 

1 

almofl  ftart  from  reafon  ;  and  if  I  do 
not  foon  put  her  from  my  memory,  I 

4  4 

fhall  be  unworthy  of  the  love  of 
Chrifliana,  whofe  gentlenefs  of  con¬ 
duct,  and  mildnefs  of  fentiment,  en¬ 
title  her  to  admiration.  Is  it  not  un¬ 
common  that  a  wife  fhould  be  inte- 

d  6  refledj 
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reded,  and  even  plead  for  the  aif- 
carded  miftrefs  of  her  hufband  ? 
Chridlana  has  done  it  with  great  fer¬ 
vour  3  but  the  fubjedt  didradting  me, 
and  an  apparent  indifference  to  the 
object  being  on  my  part  neceffary,  I 

have  entreated  her  to  fpeak  no  more 

# 

on  the  fubjedt,  and  fhe  promifes 
to  obey  me. 

The  refen t men t  of  Ifabella  I  find 
to  be  implacable  3  and  your  advifing 
me  to  fly  from  her  is  judicious,  and  has 
been  attended  to.  I  mud  indulge  no 
criminal  affedtions ;  but  it  follows  not 
that  I  mud  perforce  hate  where  I  ought 
not  to  love.  I  cannot  do  it,  though 
fhe  curfes  me  fo  dreadfully ;  and  as 


to 
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to  her  daughter — my  daughter— Oh 
Stendal,  Stendal !  have  I  reared  this 
lovely  flower  merely  to  blaft  it3  and 
tread  it  to  the  earth  ? 

/ 

I  fhall  leave  Vienna  in  the  courfe 
of  a  few  davs  :  the  Baronefs  has  an 

j 

eftate  near  Brinn  ;  I  have  propofed  to 
retire  thither  for  a  fhort  time,  and  to 
this  (lie  readily  acceded.  Indeed,  my 
dear  Count,  the  is  an  exemplary 
woman,  and  I  wifh  I  could  bring  her 
to  your  acquaintance.  I  muft,  and 
will  do  juftice  to  her  virtues ;  and 
when  I  ceafe  to  love  her,  may  I  in- 
ftantly  ceafe  to  breathe  ! 

<  %  i 

In 


> 
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In  our  propofed  retirement,  I  fball 
have  leifureto  make  my  arrangements, 
to  regulate  my  addons,  and,  I  hope, 
to  mould  my  heart  anew.  If  you  love 
me,  upbraid  me  no  more  ;  ad  vile  me 
how  to  ad:  in  what  is  to  come — cen¬ 
tre  me  not  for  what  is  paft.  There 
is  an  accufer  fufficiently  fevere  in  my 
own  breaft :  add  not,  therefore,  to 
my  torture ;  but  rather,  by  your 
better  and  cooler  judgment,  foften  the 
diftrefies  of  your  friend 

Alteriburg « 


Augujia 
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Augujla  Marllll  to  the  Baron . 

FATHER!  Father!  my  dear,  cruel 
Father!  have  you  really  deferted,  and 
left  us  for  ever  ?  No,  I  am  fure  you 
have  not  :  I  know  you  will  come  to 
us  again,  and  foon ;  and  then,  Oh 
how  happy  we  fhall  all  be !  You  cad  us 
from  your  heart  ! — you  never  return 
again  ! — aye,  thofe  who  fry  fo  can  have 
but  little  knowledge  of  you.  Good 
God !  how  can  people  tell  fuch 

/  N 

wicked  lies  ?  I  fhall  really  defpife 
them  for  it. 

And 


t 
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And  yet,  Oh  Heaven  !  my  mother 
fays  it  is  true — Hie  fays  we  (Ball  never 
fee  you  more — that  you  are  married, 
and  that  your  love  for  us  has  perifhed  ! 
Is  this,  can  this  be  true  ?  She  alfo 
fays  that  you  hate  us :  do  you  indeed, 
indeed  hate  us?  Very  well,  father — 
Baron,  my  mother  now  calls  you  :  very 
well,  Baron  !  we  can  both  die  ;  and 
then,  you  know,  when  the  grave  hides 
us,  we  fhall  not  feel  your  cruelty. 

Do  as  you  pleafe,  Baron  ;  do  as — - 
Oh  pray,  pray  come  back  to  us !  My 
mother  has  been  deceived — I  have 
been  deceived  ;  and  your  abfence  has 
been  neceflary.  But  fo  very  long- 
well,  that  may  be  accounted  for  ;  and 

I  know 


/ 
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I  know  there  are  not  two  people  in 
the  world  that  you  love  fo  well  as 
your  Ifabella  and  her  and  your 

Augufta,  for  you  have  laid  fo  a  thou- 

i 

fand  times. 

My  mother  is  coming ;  I  mufl  hide 
my  paper,  for  fhe  would  hate  me  if 
ihe  knew  that  I  was  writing  to  you ; 
and  fhe  is  the  only  perfon  who  is  dearer 
to  me  than  you  are — I  think  fhe  is  a 
little  more  dear - no,  no,  flue  isjrot. 

■  #  *  #  ■*  #  * 

i 

vfc  *  *  *  *  $ 

Oh  you  have  made  my  mother 

crazy !  She  is  certainly  diftrafted, 

and 
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and  my  terror  will  deftroy  me.  I  am 
afraid  to  look  at  her  t,  her  addons  are 
growing  more  ftrange,  and  her  words 
I  am  obliged  to  fhut  my  ears  againfh 

44  Augufta,”  the  fays,  44  curfe  your 

father  !’* 

44  Madam — mother,  did  I  under¬ 
hand  you  ?” 

44  Curfe  your  father  !” 

44  Oh  no  !  I  dare  not.” 

44  God — God  will  do  it  !”  (lie  ex¬ 
claimed  3  and  then  (lie  fat  a  long  time 
filent,  flaring  at  me  with  diflorted 
features.  Something  which  (lie  had 
done  to  me  before  increafed  my  fear, 
and  l  was  rifmg  to  fly  from  her ;  but 

I 

fire  took  me  in  her  arms,  and  having 

kifled 
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killed  me  aim  oft  a  hundred  times, 
told  me  I  was  the  only  link  that 
bound  her  to  life.  Then  (lie  again 
relapfed  into  profound  filence,  and 
for  a  while  fixed  her  eyes  on  your  pic¬ 
ture,  which  fhe  held  in  her  trembling 
hand.  She  looked  dejected — more 
mournful  ftill — ftiil  more  miferable  : 
fhe  fighed,  fhe  wrept,  preffed  the  pic¬ 
ture  to  her  breaft,  and  afterwards  to 
her  pale,  quivering  lips.  Her  paffions 
again  changed  ;  her  features  f welled 
with  indignation ;  fhe  gazed  with 
horror  on  the  painting,  and  throwing 
it  into  the  fire,  ran  fhrieking  out  of 
the  room,  and  locked  herleif  within 
her  own  chamber.  1  have  not  feen  her 
Since;  fhe  refufes  to  admit  me,  but 

tells 
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tells  me  that  Hie  fhall  loon  be  corn- 
poled  again. 

Father,  remove  the  anguifh  of  my 
mother,  or  I  fear  I  fliall  foon  fee  her 
raving  in  chains.  Remove  the  an¬ 
guifh  of  your  Augufta  alfo  by  prov¬ 
ing  that  the  afperfions  of  the  world  are 
falfe  and  malevolent — at  lead:  con* 
vince  her  ; — I  want  no  affurances ;  for 
I  can  almoft  as  foon  believe  that  God 
himfelf  were  our  foe,  as  that  you,  my 
dear  parent,  are. 

i 

How  dull  we  were  after  you  left  us 
in  the  country  1  I  neglected  all  my 
walks.  The  weather  was  gloomy,  and 
the  birds  were  mute ;  like  inconfi- 

derate 
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derate  man,  the  little  ingrates  forgot 
to  carol  their  praifes  to  Nature  be* 
caufe  a  temporary  gloom  fucceeded 
their  joyous  fummer  days.  Oh  in¬ 
gratitude  !  we  find  thee  every  where  ; 
I  wonder  thou  doft  not  vex  Heaven 
out  of  its  patience. 

Let  me  fee — when  fliall  I  fee  my 
dear  father  again  ?  I  will  give  you 
three  days,  and  I  am  fure  that  is  a 
longtime.  To-day  is  Monday — that 
mu  ft  be  one  ;  then  there  is  Tuefday 
and  Wednefday — and  then  on  Thurf- 
da) — Oh  my  heart  is  beating  with 
pleafure  i— on  Thurfday  I  fliall  be  in 
the  arms  of  my  father,  and  my  mo¬ 
ther’s  fadnefs  will  difappear  ! 


I  will 
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I  will  make  fome  little  arrange¬ 
ments  for  the  day  : — you  (hall  fee  my 
improvements  in  drawing  ;  and  a 
piece,  that  I  have  juft  fketched  from 
my  own  imagination,  I  am  anxious  to 
place  before  you ;  it  is  a  rude,  winter 
feene,  a  wretched  cottage,  and  two 
females  of  miferable  appearance,  each 
bearing  in  her  arms  a  fcanty  bundle 
of  wood,  and  (landing  near  the  door 
of  the  hovel.  There  is  another  ob~ 
je£l  ;  I  have  introduced  a  noble  look¬ 
ing  man,  richly  drefled,  and  comfort¬ 
ably  clothed  with  fur  ;  he  is  gazing 
with  companion  on  the  ftrangers,  and 
offering  to  the  elder  woman  his  purfe. 
But  what  do  you  think  I  have  further 
done  ?  I  am  fure  you  will  fay  it  is 

ingenious  j 
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Ingenious ; — to  the  man  I  have  given 
your  countenance,  copied  with  exadl- 
nefs  from  the  miniature  you  left  with 
us;  my  mother  appears  as  one  of  the 
cottagers,  and  I  as  the  other  :  and  the 
refemblance  of  each  of  us  is  fo  ftrong, 
that  I  think  you  will  be  delighted  with 
my  performance. 

/ 

I  however  fear  there  is  a  fmall  fault 
in  the  eyes  of  my  mother — they  are  not 
equal  to  thofe  of  the  original ;  but 
you  can  compare  them  when  you 
come  to  us,  and  direct  me  in  giving 

.  Y 

them  a  darker  (hade.  God  blefs  my 
dear  father  till  he  meets  his 

Augusta . 


Baron 
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Baron  Altenburg  to  Count  Stendal. 

SOON”  after  I  had  written  my  lad 
letter,  I  left  Vienna,  and  with  my 
lovely  companion  journied  towards 
our  country  retirement,  in  which  we 
have  now  been  nearly  a  fortnight  efta- 
blifhed.  It  is  indeed  a  lovely  place  ; 
Nature  has  been  profufe  in  adorning 
it,  and  made  it  a  refidence  where  the 
philofopher  might  reflect  unmolefted, 
and  the  poet  quietly  indulge  himfelf 
in  the  beautiful  excurfions  of  imagi- 
nation. 
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But  I  have  not  yet  clifcovered  whe¬ 
ther  Solitude  be  the  nurfe  of  tranquil¬ 
lity,  or  the  fubtie  promoter  of  unhap- 
pinefs  ;  whether  the  lulls  the  turbu¬ 
lent  paflions  to  repofe,  or  cunningly 
prepares  them  firft  for  mutiny,  and 
then  for  open  rebellion.  I  am  ftill 
divided  between  hope  and  anxiety. 
In  fome  moments  a  thoufand  bleffings 
feem  within  my  grafp  j  but  in  others 
the  tear-fwoln  chalice  of  grief,  and 
the  dark-fhaded  villa  of  difappoint- 
ment  only  meet  my  eye. 

The  war  of  confcience  has  not  yet 
fubfided  :  your  letter,  my  friend, 
gave  new  vigour  to  it ,  and,  till  the 
h oft ili ties  of  the  mind  are  over,  it 
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were  folly  to  expect  even  a  moment  of 
eafe.  Man  pofiefies  but  few  fixed 
principles ;  he  is  an  eternally  deviating 
object :  at  different  periods  he  has 
certain  notions  and  ideas,  which,  bear¬ 
ing  in  fome  degree  a  fimilarity,  he 
foolifhly  calls  rules :  the  flu&uations 
of  his  fentiments  are,  if  he  acts  with 
privacy,  only  known  to  himfelf ;  for 
his  mind  can  always  be  an  undetected 
monopolift,  and  thofe  who  pretend 
to  determine  on  his  eftabliilied  cha¬ 
racter,  are  abfurdly  prefumptuous. 
In  early  life  he  may  draw  plans  of  fu¬ 
ture  conduCt,  and  for  a  while  adhere 
to  them  ;  but  the  confcioufnefs  of  the 
propriety  of  aCting  rightly  cannot 
always  keep  him  in  the  performance 

of 
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of  it ;  he  cannot  refolve  himfelf  to  be 
what  he  withes,  and  his  perfeverance 
is  hourly,  nay,  almoft  momentarily 
either  ftrengthening  or  relaxing* 

The  days  of  practical  philofophy 

are,  I  fear,  over  ;  and  of  thofe  which 

are  faid  to  be  pad,  confiderabie  doubts 

and  fufpicions  may  be  entertained. 

A  mere  man  of  the  world  may  fome- 

times  be  deemed  a  fage  in  his  clofet ; 

but  bring  him  to  the  light,  and  the 

deception  will  be  wondered  at.  I  was 

once  acquainted  with  a  profetfed  mo- 

ralift,  a  lover  of  literature,  who  told 

% 

me  he  was  preparing  topublifh  a  trea- 
tife  on  the  praftice,  univerfally  and 
individually,  of  humanity ;  but  I 

e  2  afterwards 


c 
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afterwards  difcovered  that  he  had  the 
foul  of  a  negro-driver.  Anotherperfon, 
with  whom  I  was  for  a  while  in  habits 
of  intimacy,  would  melt  at  the  dramas 

r  « 

of  Schiller  and  Kotzebue  ;  but  in  ac¬ 
tual  diftrefs,  I  could  have  dug  a  fofter 
heart  from  a  quarry,  or  tore  a  better 
one  from  the  breaft  of  malice. 

Man,  therefore,  knows  little  of  him- 
felf,  and  his  fellows  know  lefs  of  him. 
Such  reflections  as  thefe,  and  the  con- 

t 

vidtion  of  their  being  juft,  fometimes 
fpread  a  gloom  over  my  countenance, 
give  a  pang  to  my  heart,  and  make 
me  fear  the  birth  of  hidden  events. 

i 

I  find 

\ 


a 


I 


\ 
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I  find  it  is  neceflary,  as  well  for  the 
happinefs  of  my  wife  as  of  myfelf,  that 
I  fhould  not  fuffer  any  appearance  of 
dejection  to  hang  upon  me.  1  yefter- 
day  difcovered  her  in  tears,  though 
file  endeavoured  to  conceal  them  : 
concerned,  and  even  alarmed,  I  ran  up 
to,  and  entreated  her  to  inform  me 
of  the  caufe  of  her  forrow,  and  alfo 
conjured  her  to  banifh  it  immediately 
if  it  depended  on  no  very  ferious 
circumftance. 

v  I 

I 

“  How  can  you,  Altenburg,”  lire 
replied, v£  expe6t  to  fee  pleafure  in  my 
countenance,  when  yours  is  fo  gloomy 
and  clouded  ?  For  fome  days  paft 
I  have  obferved  it  with  extreme  pain  r 

e  3  your 


w  - 


78  LEOPOLD  WARNDORF. 
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your  frequent  reveries*  your  ab fence,, 
and  your  mufings— all*  all  befpeak 
anxiety  3  and  there  appears  a  reftleff-- 
nefs  in  you  that  I  have  imputed  to 
diffatisfaCtion :  but  of  what?  Surely,, 

1 

furcly  1  am  not  the  caufe  of  your  dif- 
content  ?” 

«  Oh  no,  by  Heaven  !”  I  exclaimed, 

preffing  her  to  my  heart  3,  “  Oh  no, 

* 

by  Heaven,  Chriftiana  l” 

In  foothing  her  I  made  ufe  of  a 
falfehood  : — begging  her  not  to  fmile 
at  the  idea  of  periodical  affections,  I 
aiTured  her  they  actually  vifited  me, 
and  that  l  had  always  found  the  ap¬ 
proach  of  the  autumnal  feafom  very 

oppreflive  to  my  fpirits.  But  I  pro- 

mi  fedi 
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'mifed  to  bear  againfl:  them  ;  and  in 
order  to  appear  a  more  reafonabie 
being,  I  keep  conflantly  in  her  pre¬ 
tence  at  home,  and  when  inclined  to- 
walk  abroad,  I  now  always  requeft  her 
to  join  with  me,  and  to  break  the  foli- 
tude.  Still,  however,  I  feel  the  weak- 
nefs  of  my  own  deception ;  and  though 
1  fincerely  love  Chriftiana,  yet  in  my 
heart  poor  Ifabella,  poor  Augufta— 
I  am  leading  myfelf  into  dangerous 
paths. 

-I  i 

Previous  to  my  leaving  Vienna,  I 
executed  fome  writings  which  entitle 
Ifabella  to  an  independence,  and  put 
them  into  the  hands  of  my  fteward, 
defiring  him  to  wait  on  her,  and 

E4  *  .  prelent 
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prefent  them.  On  the  back  of  the; 
principal  paper  I  have  written  with  a 
pencil*  Ci  To  Ifabella,  and  to  Alten- 
burg's  beloved  Auguda,” 

I  have  not  yet  heard  the  event  of 
the  embaffy  of  Grotz,  but  mod  fer¬ 
vently  hope  it  has  been  fuccefsful.  if 
Ifabella  fhould  be  dill  obdinate,  in 
dice  of  the  love  and  tendernefs  of 
Chridiana,  1  (hall  anticipate  a  long 
winter  of  borrow. — Oh  indiferetion  ! 
though  we  feel  no  compunctions  at 
the  time  of  yielding  to  thee,  what  a 
black  train  of  plagues,  all  the  pro- 

- 

geny  of  thy  fecret  womb,  and  by 
ourfelves  begotten,  do  we  afterwards 
open  our  difgufted  eyes  upon  ! 

Jltenburs v 
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Jofeph  Grotz  to  the  Baron*. 

MY  LORD, 

YOUR  Lordfhip  may  probably 
have  wondered  at  my  filence  in  refpect 
to  the  affairs  that  you  commanded  me 
to  execute  ;  but  circumftances  have 
fo  happened,  that  till  this  time  it  was 
not  poffible  for  me  to  give  you  any 

t 

intelligence.  What  I  have  now  to 
communicate  is  by  no  means  of  a  plea- 
fan  t  nature.  I  however  affure  your 
Lordlhip,  I  have  not  wanted  exertion, 
in  the  bufmefs,  though  I  have  unfor¬ 
tunately  failed  in  the  completion  ofit« 
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The  lady,  whom  you  defired  me  to 
wait  upon  with  the  writings,  has  re¬ 
moved  from  her  late  place  of  refidence, 
and  with  fo  much  privacy,  that  it  was 
with  difficulty  I  lately  traced  her  to  an 
obfcure  lodging  in  the  fuburbs  of  the- 
city.  Having  difcovered  her  abode, 
and  being  defirous  of  relieving  the 
anxiety  of  your  Lordfhip  as  early  as 
poffible,  I  immediately  went  to  the 
houfe,  and  begged  permiffion  to  fpeak 
with  her  3  which  requeft,  after  fome 
little  delay,  the  confented  to,  and  X 
was  brought  before  her. 

Oh  my  Lord  !  what  a  dreadful 
alteration  in  Madam,  and  in  Mifs 
Augufla,  your  Lord  (hip’s  daughter  ! 

At 
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At  fixtv-five  we  are  enfeebled  both  in 
body  and  in  mind  ;  it  is  not  ftrange, 
therefore,  that  my  breath  grew  fliort, 
and  that  I  burft  into  tears  to  fee  the 
eyes  of  the  lady,  once  fo  brilliant,  now 
linking  into  their  fockets  ;  and  the 
fweet  cheeks  of  her  child  without  x 
tint  of  thofe  rofes  which  once  over-* 
fpread  them — all '  faded  !  pale  and. 
drooping,  like  a  dorm-beaten  lily  ! 

She  fucked  at  the  bread  of  my  wife, 
my  Lord ,  flic  was  fodered  in  her 
infancy  by  the  milk  of  poor  Sufan  s 
fhe  lias  fmce,  till  within  a  few  months,, 
curfed  months !  dourifhed,  and  gam¬ 
bolled,  and  fported  before  my  eyes  ! 

e  6  Pardoiv 
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Pardon,  therefore,  the  pratings  and 
forrows  of  your  old  fervant  Grotz. 

My  Lord,  Augufta’s  mother  has 
feen  the  writings,  heard  a  full  explana¬ 
tion  of  their  import,  and  read  the 
fhort  note  addreffed  to  her.  Her 
anfwer  was  this  : — * 

“  The  Baron  knows  my  fentiments— 
they  are  fixed,  eftablifhed  ;  he  there¬ 
fore  muft  not,  fhall  not  trouble  me 
any  more.  Henceforth  I  will  owe 
nothing  to  him  :  were  I  friendlefs  and 
famiihing,paffingby  his  door,  or  bend- 

*  i 

ing  with  burning  thirfl  over  his  canal, 
I  would  yield  to  death  rather  than 

take 
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take  a  morfel  of  bread  from  the  one* 
or  a  drop  of  water  from  the  other.” 

“  So  would  I,  fo  would  I!  ”  cried  the 
daughter,  clafping  her  mother’s  neck* 
cc  You  hear,”  faid  my  poor  Lady  ; 

<c  tell  your  m after  this,  and  God 
ble-fs  you,  old  man  1” 

The  fame  words  were  repeated  by 
your  Lord  Ik  ip’s  daughter,  who  preffed 
my  hand,  and  then  went  out  of  the 
apartment,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  her 
mother.  I  did  net  immediately  leave 
the  roorm — 1  could  not — my  nerves 
relaxed  ;  but  when  they  (Lengthened 
a  little,  I  collected  the  papers,  and  de¬ 
parted  from  the  houfe,  which  is  but 
a  fairy  place  for  one  who  has  long 

been 
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been  accuftomed  to  the  elegancies  of 
vour  Lordfhip’s  manfion,  But  to  the 
heart  of  grief  what  is  the  difference 
between  a  palace  and  a  dungeon  ? 
The  letters  which  were  fent  to  your 
Lordihip  fome  few  days  ago,  did  not 
pafs  through  my  hands,  or  they  would 
have  reached  you  earlier  ;  but  I  hope 
they  were  of  no  great  importance. 
Command  in  what  manner  the  re¬ 
jected  writings  are  to  be  difpofed  of 
by  your  Lordlhip’s  old  and  faithful 
fervant, 

Joseph  Grotz* 

i 


jBaron 
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Baron  Altenburg  to  Count  StendaL 

STENDAL,  there  is  no  happinefs 
for  me!  Ihave,  I  fear,  precipitated 
myfelf  into  mifery,  from  which  there 
can  be  no  extrication.  The  Have  of 
paffion,  and  the  fool  of  impulfe  has 
now  nothing  left  to  cover  his  extra¬ 
vagances  but  a  forry  repentance.  Good 
God,  what  a  part  have  I  afted  ! — I 
look  with  wonder  on  my  paft  deeds,, 
and  am  {hocked  even  by  my  prefen t 
prefumption. 

•• 

Count,  read  the  enclofed  letter ;  it 
is  written  by  Augufta,  by  my  beloved 

child,.. 
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child,  by  the  daughter  of  the  aban» 
doned  Ifabella  !  Oh  you  know  not 
how  1  have  loved  this  girl  !  you  know 
not  how-  her  innocence,  her  iimple 
accufations,  and  her  fweet  fenfibilities 
have  torn  my  heart  ! 

I  have  fcarcely  poheffed  my  fenfes 
fince  I  received  this  letter ;  it  has 
brought  my  depravities  frefh  into  my 
mind,  and  caft  an  ugly  foil  upon  my 
nature.  You  are  a  father,  Stendal— 
Oh  how  I  envy  you ! — Had  I,  like  you, 
been  virtuous,  like  you  I  had  been 
happy.  I  likewife  am  a  father  : 
I  have  children — yes,  children  ; — but 
I  gave  them  being  merely  to  make 
them  obje&s  of  derifion,  of  fliarne, 

and. 
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and  of  poverty  !  I  have  been  bafe 
beyond  your  imagination ;  and  the 
curfes  of  my  progeny  are  likely  to  pafs 
over  my  grave.  I  am  a  feducer  and 
betrayer  :  in  the  exploits  of  the  one 
I  thought  myfelf  admired ;  in  the 
bafenefs  of  the  other  I  find  I  am  de- 
fpicable. 

Hear  what  my  poor  little  girl  fays  ; 
how  affedting,  how  pathetic  ! — Read, 
read,  and  think  what  my  tortures  mud 
be.  Be  careful  of  the  letter,  and  re- 
turn  it  to  me;  I  will  carry  it  always 
near  my  heart  :  it  fhall  be  an  eternal 
punifhment  to  me  for  my  fins  ;  and  I 
will  read  it  every  night,  in  order  that, 
as  a  penance,  it  may  keep  me  anxious 

and 
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and  waking.  What  a  (hocking  pic¬ 
ture  has  the  drawn  of  her  unhappy 
mother  !  Oh  I  fee  in  it  the  delinea¬ 
tions  of  infanity  1  That  beauty  which 
I  once  admired 5  to  be  diftorted  !  that 
mind  which  was  fo  fweet  and  ftrong* 
to  be  overthrown ! 

Mark  how  my  child  pleads  for  my 
return  ;  how  unwilling  fhe  is  to  be- 

i 

lieve  that  I  can  defert  her.  She  faw 
Monday,  Tuefday,  and  Wednefday 
pafs  over  5  and  on  Thurfday— 
torture  mull  have  wrung  the  inno¬ 
cent’s  heart;.  Perhaps  fhe  then,  in¬ 
deed,  joined  with  Ifabella  in  curfing 
her  father  ! 
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Do  not  you  feel  the  force  of  the 
preparations  that  Hie  was  making  to 
celebrate  my  return— of  the  drawing 
that  (lie  intended  to  place  before  me  ? 
The  horrors  of  winter,  the  diftreffes 
of  poverty,  the  relief  of  humanity— 

Ifabella  and  herfelf  the  miferable 

» 

women,  I  the  adminifterer  of  comfort — 
I ! — She  has,  I  dare  fay,  removed  me 
already  from  the  fcene,  and  fubftituted 

a  robber,  a  murderer,  or. a  bead  of 

■ 

prey !  * 

1  have  not  yet  heard  from  Grotz* 
in  refpeft  to  the  writings  which  I  ex¬ 
ecuted  in  favour  of  Ifabella.  Hisfilence 
alarms  me  ;  I  cannot  conjecture  what 
is  the  occafion  of  it:  but  the  fidelity 

and 


I 
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and  integrity  of  the  old  man  have 
been  long  known  to  me.  After  I  had 
diffipated  my  f  rtqne,  I  was  obliged 
to  difcharge  the  honeft  fellow  >  but  on 
coming  into  the  pofieffion  of  that  of 
Chrifliana,  it  was  with  pleafure  I  re- 
inflated  him. 

Ah,  my  dear  Count!  you  cannot 
conceive  the  difficulty  of  the  part  I 
am  now  adding  :  like  a  compounded 
character  in  a  drama,  I  cover  my  bafe- 
nefs  with  hypocrify,  and  hide  habitual 

vices  beneath  an  indifcriminate  heap 

* 

•  # 
of  artificial  virtues.  I  have  hitherto 

deceived  my  amiable  wife  ,  and  pray 

Heaven  the  deception  may  continue 

till  I  (hall  become  more  worthy  ! 


J  • 
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*  *  •%  *  *  * 

Letters  from  Vienna  are  arrived — 
there  is  one  from  Grotz  :  I  have  read 
it,  and  my  afflictions  are  increafed  ;  for 
it  informs  me  that  Ifabelia  hides  her- 
felfin  an  obfcure  lodging,  and  that 
both  fhe  and  her  daughter  are  refolved 
to  bend  to  the  rigours  cf  want,  rather 
than  receive  from  me  the  mod:  tri¬ 
fling  affiftance.  Obftinate  women, 
perifh  then  ! — Oh  no,  no  1  Ifabelia, 
Augufta,  why  will  you  not  ftill  let  me 
be  a  friend  and  a  father  to  you  ? 

Chriftiana  calls  me  to  walk  with 
her.  Count,  were  you  to  fee  this 
woman,  you  would  admire  her.  Think 

me 
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me  not  licentious  for  wifhing  a  plura¬ 
lity  of  wives  5  but  in  the  divifion  of 
my  love  between  Ifabella  and  Chrif- 
tiana,  the  fun  would  not  bid  good- 
day  to  a  happier  mortal.  Aye,  I 
know  I  talk  madly  ;  and  confefs  there 
is  at  this  time  a  great  fault  in  my 
brain. 

My  wife  calls  again  : — I  come,  de¬ 
luded  woman  !  Adieu,  dear  Count. 
My  intelle&s  want  a  new  arrange¬ 
ment,  and  there  is  an  oppreffive  fick- 
nefs  in  the  heart  of 

Alteribiirg . 
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Baron  Altenburg  to  Augujla . 

AUGUSTA,  my  beloved  child  1 
you  muft  not  deny  me  the  comfort  of 
writing  to  you  ;  you  muft  not  pre¬ 
vent  me  from  telling  you  that  1  am' 
dill  your  affedionate  parent.  I  have 
not  had  a  moment’s  tranquillity  fince 
the  arrival  of  your  letter,  which,  on 
the  firft  perufal,  filled  me  with  indc- 
fcribable  anguifh  ;  to  reply  to  you 
now  increafes  that  anguifh  ;  and  I 
think  I  fee  my  dear  daughter  regard¬ 
ing  me  with  contempt  and  horror. 

1 


Be 
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>  J 

Be  patient,  Auguila,  and  hear  me. 

I  am  married :  I  can  no  more  re* 
turn  to  yourmother — duty  to  my  wife 
forbids  it ;  we  are  therefore  parted  for 
ever  !  The  connexion  that  once  fub- 

lifbed  between  us  is  dilfolved,  and  we 

\ 

muft  not  expofe  ourfelves  to  the  dan¬ 
ger  of  any  future  meeting.  Still  be 
tranquil,  child  : — your  mother  is  wild, 
and  will  not  liflen  to  me  ;  but  to  you 
I  think  I  can  fhew  fome  extenuation 
for  my  conduct. 

Had  I  not  acted  in  the  manner 
that  I  have  done,  the  fad  remainder  of 
my  life,  Augufta,  muft  have  palled  in 
a  common  prifon  5  and  my  laft 

breathings 
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breathings  muff  have  been  within  the 
damp  walls  of  a  dungeon.  Could  you, 
could  you,  dear  daughter,  have  feen 
the  days  of  age  creep  on  your  poor 
father  in  a  place  like  that  ?  Carry 
your  eye  to  it,  and  to  the  foul-weary 
captive  ; — fee  his  -wants,  his  mifery, 
his  defpair  1  Relieve  him — revive  the 
fickly  flame  of  life— lead  him  again 
to  the  free  enjoyment  of  the  pure  air ; 
vou  cannot,  vou  have  no  means.  His 

I  t 

fate  and  your  own  are  combined  ;  his 

fufferings,  his  poverty,  his  dreadful 

/ 

wants,  all  attach  themfelves  to  you. 
Alas,  alas !  Altenburg,  Ifabella,  and 
Augufta  are  expiring ;  they  grow 
more  weak — weaker  full — they  perifli ! 
they  perifli ! 

VOL.  i. 
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Such  mud  have  been  our  general 
fate  ;  and  what  I  have  lately  done 
could  alone  fave  us  from  it.  I  have 
not  painted  an  unnatural  fcene,  but  > 
fuch  an  one,  dear  Augufta,  as  mis¬ 
fortune  would  have  prefented  to  us. 
To  avert  the  impending  evil,  to  refcue 
myfelf  from  imprifonment,  and  to  give 
comfort  to  thofe  whofe  happinefs  was 
of  no  lefs  confideration  to  me  than  my 
own,  I  was  compelled  to  change  my 
fyftem,  the  refult  of  which  is  now 
known  to  you  and  to  your  mother  ; 
and  though  (he  refufes  to  liften  to  my 
reafonings,  Itruft  that  your  more  tran¬ 
quil  mind  will  feel  for  my  condition, 
acknowledge  the  neceflity  of  my 

actions, 
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"actions,  and  pity  me  for  being  fo 

♦ 

cruelly  driven  to  them. 

y 

Endeavour  to  footh  the  paflions  of 
your  mother  j — plead  forme  ;  tell  her 
my  lufferings  haye  been,  and  ftill  are 
dreadfully  acute ;  that  my  memory 
will  never  difcard  her,  and  that  my 
heart  can  never  wholly  throw  her  from 
it.  Purfue  the  fubjedt  farther  ;  talk 
to  her  till  Hie  agrees  to  accept  the 
writings  which  old  Grotz  lately  offered 
to  her  ;  and,  if  poflible,  get  her  to 
confent  that  you  fhould  quit  her  for, 
a  fhort  time,  in  order  that  you  may 
come  under  the  protection  of  your 
father  and  the  Baronefs,  who  is  anxious 
to  take  you  to  her  heart.  This  defire 

f  2  mu  ft 
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mud  make  her  appear  amiable  in  your 
eyes  ;  and  her  connections  are  fucli 
as  will  probably  enlure  you  tne  molt 
confiderable  advantages. 

Tour  mother  has  retufed  to  comply 
with  this  propofal  ;  but  as  your  eleva¬ 
tion  and  happinefs  may  perhaps  depend 
on  it,  I  would  have  you  employ  your 
mod:  forcible  arguments  to  put  afide 
the  hafty  determination  of  liabella, 
from  whom  1  would  not  ieparate  you 

it. 

entirely :  for  the  might,  at  certain 
periods,  fee  and  converfe  with  you, 
though  to  me  the  mud  be  ever  here- 

O 

✓ 

after  invifible.  To  meet  were  again 
to  love  j  and  to  love  were  affuredly  to 
be  wretched. 


Let 
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; 

Let  the  neceifity  of  thefe  condi- 

* 

tions,  do  away  the  hardnefs  of  them. 
Soften  the  obdurate  heart  of  your 

i 

mother  ;  accept  the  writings  yourfeif 
if  (lie  fhould  as.ain  refufe  fo  to  do, 

C  r  * 

and  they  fhail  be  accordingly  altered : 
and,  dear  daughter,  pray,  pray  take 
the  diamonds  which  Ifabella  lately 
returned  to  me  !  In  fpite  of  your 
peremptory  commands,  I  have  defired 
Grotz  to  obtain  a  private  interview, 
and  to  prefeat  you  the  trinkets  in  the 
abfence  of  your  mother.  Difcover 
not  my  intention  to  her  ;  admit  the 
old  man,  receive  from  him  the  jewels, 
and  look  Gn  them  as  com  in, 9'  from 

o 

him  to  whofe  heart  you  ever  have 

f  3  been. 
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been,  (bill  are,  and  while  he  breathes* 
will  be  mod  dear,  mod  precious. 

Attend  to  all  that  I  have  laid  ; 
obey  me  as  far  as  you  can,  and  let  your 
affections  be  proportionate  to  mine. 
The  Baronefs  will  love  you ;  die  has 
feen  your  picture,  and  is  filled  with  a 

I  - 

lively  admiration.  Come  to  us, 
though  you  return  again  loon.  Admit 
old  Grotz*  and  refute  not  the  jewels. 
God  blefs  you*  child  1  God  blefs  your 
mother  1 


Altenburg • 
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The  Bar  one fs  of  Alt  enbtirg  to  Mifs 

MeJJein .  i 


I  HAVE  been  long  fiient,  but  for¬ 
give  me,  my  dear  Charlotte  ;  there 
have  been  times,  you  well  remember, 
when  you  have  fallen  into  the  indo- 
lence  of  correfpondence,  and  when  I 
have  filenced  all  your  excufes  with  a 
ready  and  voluntary  pardon,  which 
ought  now  to  fmooth  your  brow,  if 
it  be  ruffled,  and  cleanfe  your  heart  of 
every  particle  of  anger. 


I  told  you  in  my  laft  letter  that-  I 
and  my  Altenburg.  were  preparing  to 

f  4  leave 
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leave  Vienna,  in  order  to  take  a  view 

of  oureftateatF— - ;  we  accordingly 

quitted  the  former,  and  have  fince 
been  redding  fome  little  time  at  the 
latter  place,  the  natural  beauties  of 
which  are  heightened  by  a  mod  luxu¬ 
rious  and  fruitful  fummer. 

/  r  f 

Bountiful  Father  of  the  heavens  and 
earth!  thou  who  fheddeft  thyfoftering 
\  dews,  who  caufeft  the  bloffom  to  open, 
the  fruit  to  ripen  into  perfedtion,  and 
the  corn  to  wave  on  the  plains,  on  the 
hills,  and  in  the  valleys,  which  thy 
myfterious  hand  formed  from  the 
fhapelefs  mafs  of  chaos — Power  of  my 
adoration  !  were  I  to  forget  to  blefs 
thee  in  the  morning,  I  were  unworthy 

.to 
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to  live  throughout  the  day  ;  or  were  I 
to  negledt  my  orifons  at  night,  I 
fhould  be  undeferving  of  the  protec¬ 
tion  of  thy  foothing  fpirits,  who  give 
to  us  in  our  temporary  oblivion,  the 
dreams  of  pleafure,  and  the  vilions  of 
delight.  Having  made  me  what  I 
am,  with  fuch  liberal  endowments, 

never  may  the  feeds  of  penury  root  in 

*  / 

my  heart  !  never  may  I,  with  criminal 
though tleffnefs,  withhold  my  fuper- 

fluities  from  thofe  who  have  miffed 

% 

thine  envied  bounties  ! 

Charlotte,  I  really  think  I  may, 
without  vanity,  fay  that  I  poffefs  no 
inconfiderable  ftrength  of  mind  ;  for 
I  learn  that  my  name  has  been  abroad 

f  5  of 
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of  late,  that  the  prudes  have  con¬ 
demned  me  for  marrying  a  libertine, 
and  that  much  evil  is  augured  from 
my  temerity.  And  yet  I  have  liftened 
to  thefe  tales  of  idlenefs,  thefe  accu- 
fations  of  folly,  and  forebodings  ot 
ignorance,  without  either  pain  or 
anger.  To  fmile  at  impertinence  is 
the  moft  effectual  method  of  crufhing 
it;  gravity  merely  provokes  it,  and. 
anger  only  ferves  to  give  elaflicity  to 
its  fprings. 

Either  the  world,  or  your  friend,  is 
miferably  deceived  in  refbedt  to  the 
charadter  of  Altenburg  ;  I  think  he 

i 

has  been  rudely  calumniated,  and 
many  of  the  vices  which  the  felf- 

finning 
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finning  moraliftsof  the  times  have  been 
pleafed  to  annex  to  him,  my  heart  has 
willingly  foftened  into  improprieties, 
which  may  yet  be  effectually  purged 
away.  I  knew  him  not  in  the  days  of 
error,  nor  did  I  fee  much  of  him  before 
I  became  his  wife  ;  but  I  did  not 
unite  myfelf  to  him  without  love  :  he 
planted  that  paffion  firft  in  my  heart, 
and  his  fincerity  and  franknefs  rooted 
it.  mold  firmly.  He  gained  me  not  by 
hypocrify  and  canting,  nor  wiOiecl  to 
pals  himfelf  as  immaculate  ;  he  (hewed 
his  very  foul  to  me;  I  deemed,  it  a 
noble  prize,  and  never  may  I  repent  the 
claiming  of  it  ! 


f  6 


Altenbur: 


2  ©S’  LEOPOLD  WARN  DOR  F. 

Altenburg  is  feveral  years  older 
than  myfelf,  though  the  difference  is 
not  very  confpicuous,  and  the  beauty 
of  his  perfon  cannot  eafily  be  excelled ; 
he  has  alfo  a  very  fuperior  mind,  and 
fince  our  connection  I  am  fure  it  has 
been  ftriCtly  governed  by  reafom 
There  are  moments  in  which  his  ten- 
dernefs  almoft  overpowers  me ;  and 
his  language  is  of  fuch  a  peculiar 
nature,  that  I  could  almoft  perfuade 
myfelf  Senfibility  was  his  mother. 

While  I  retain  the  love  of  Alten¬ 
burg — and  may  that  and  life  fty  from 
me  together  ! — let  the  loquacious  few* 
who  arrogantly  call  tnemfelves  the 
world,  arraign  me  as  they  pleafe,  and 

exercife 
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exercife  their  fpleen  even  till  it  be¬ 
comes  vapid  to  themfelves. 

» 

In  my  former  letter,  Charlotte,  I 
made  you  acquainted  with  the  con¬ 
nexion  that  for  many  years  fubfifted 
between  the  Baron  and  an  Italian 
woman  of  the  name  of  Marilli,  by 
whom  he  has  a  daughter  of  the  age  of 
fifteen  or  fixteen  s  and,  judging  by  a 
miniature  which  he  has  (hewn  me,  lhe 
mult  be  a  truly  lovely  girl.  The 
mother  has  accepted  a  provifion  from 
the  Baron,  and  is  retiring  to  her  native 
country.  Being  willing  to  take  the 
daughter  to  my  own  protection,  I 
hinted  my  defire  to  Altenburg,  who 
inftantly  applied  to  the  Signora  for 

that 
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that  purpofe  ;  but  could  not  induce 
her  to  part  from  the  girl,  of  whom  he 
is  exceedingly  fond. 

This  refufal  has,  I  know,,  given  him 
extreme  pain,  though  he  endeavours 
to  conceal  it but  as  they  will  foon 
leave  the  country,  it  mull  be  my  tafk 
to  bring  him  again  to  tranquillity,  and 
my  hopes  of  fuccefs  are  ftrong  ones.. 

1  *'  i  -  *  - 

I  wifh  the  application  of  Altenburg 
had  been  attended  to  :  his  Au9:ufla 
would  have  made  me  a  fweet  compa¬ 
nion  ;  and  I  fear  the  fentiments  of  her 
mother  may  be  dangerous  to  inexpe¬ 
rienced  innocence.  I  believe  the  model 
of  your  heart,  my  dear  Charlotte,  is  fo 

much 
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much  like  mine,  that  I  do  not  fear  it 
will  condemn  the  actions  of  your 
friend  towards  the  former  afTociates  of 
Altenburg,  the  elder  of  whom  I  pity, 
and  the  younger,  though  unknown  to 
me,  I  really  love... 

4 

,  \ 

The  faftidious  fentiments  of  many 
of  my  acquaintances  a&ually  make  me 
(mile,  and  feme  few  of  them  have  com¬ 
pletely  difgufted  me.  You  remem¬ 
ber  the  old  Raronefs  of  L — —  ;  hav¬ 
ing  no  longer  charms  for  admiration, 
youth  for  gaiety,  or  health  for  amufe- 
me'nt,  Hie  has  a  {Turned  the  garb  of  a 
devotee,  and  become  a  profeffed  cen- 
furer  of  the  prevailing  habits  and  cus¬ 
toms  ;  and  though,  in  days  that  are 
3  patTed, 
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pafled,  reputation  vowed  no  longer  to 
be  her  handmaid,  her  intimacy  with 

the  Margrave  of  B -  having  af- 

f limed  an  unqueftionable  appearance, 
yet  now  fhe  would  place  her  foot  on 
the  neck  of  Virtue,  and  caft  the 
fhadow  of  prejudice  on  the  face  of 
Innocence. 

She  has  been  talking  to  me  con¬ 
cerning  my  late  connection,  with 
matchlefs  confidence ;  I  relented  it 
with  an  unaccuftomed  fpirit ;  and  now, 
perhaps,  the  go/Tip  is  going  her  rounds 
in  Vienna,  with  my  name  and  a  bag 
of  venom  hanging  on  her  tongue. 


Our 
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Our  German  ladies  have  certainly 
many*  infirmities  and  bad  p rope nfi ties. 
[  wifh  my  dear  Charlotte  would,  to 
make  their  national  pride  and  cha- 
raderifhic  impertinence  of  dill  lefs 
importance  than  they  are,  come  to 
her  friend 

Christiana * 


Augujla  to  Baron  Altenburg ♦ 

HOPE  had  lulled  me  into  a  pleafant 
dream  $  the  moments  fled ;  I  awoke 

»  s  «  % 

not:  the  iliufion  was  ftill  fair,  beauti¬ 
ful,  and  the  creator  of  it  watched  over 
me  with  delight.  You  have  now 
roufed  me ;  the  vifion  no  longer 

glows. 


I 
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glows,  and  the  forms  which  were 

moving  gaily  in  it,  have  yielded  to  the 
intrufion  of  demons*  Peace  has 
wrapped  her  white  robes  around  her, 
and  fled  ;  and  Mifery,  in  her  tattered 
fables,  and  fishing  in*  the  ficknefs  of 
her  foul,  approached  near  to  me,  fay¬ 
ing,  “  Girl,  thou  art  young,  and  not 
long  ago  thy  profpe&s  were  funny, 
though  they  noware  difmaL  Let  me 
take  thee  in  my  arms ;  live  with  thee 
forever  ;  travel  through  life  with  thee, 
and  be  near  to  thee  on  thy  death- bed. 
Come,  here  are  garments  for  thee  ; 
fuch  weeds  as  thefe  diftinguifh  my 
followers  from  the  offspring  of  happi- 
nefs  :  come,  quit  thy  pleafant  home ; 
bring,  thy  mother  with  thee,  and  let 


s 
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us  all  leek  the  dark  ways  and  flinty 
p aftages  !” 

Oh  unbelieving  fool  that  I  have-' 
been!  The  prefent  ficknefs  of  my 
heart  might  have  been  lefs,  had  I 
fhaken  off  credulity,  and  not  fo  firmly 
relied  on  the  virtue  of  man’s  nature. 
Scourges  and  unceafing  reproofs  await 
the  difobedience  of  children  ;  but  the 
inexperienced  triflers  muft  neither 
murmur,  nor  turn  a  dewy  eye  upon 
the  opprefiions  and  cruelties  of  their 
parents.  Oh  father  !.  fo  well  did  I 
love  you  once,  and  fo  much  were  you 
in  my  mind,  that  there  have  been 
times  when,  praying  to  my  God,  my 
thoughts  (Heaven  pardon  me  for  it !) 

have 
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have  wandered  from  my  devotions,  and 
fixed  wholly  upon  you. 

To  make  you  great,  I  lefTened  every 
other  objedh  Where  was  there  fo 
noble  a  mind — where  lo  good,  fo  ge¬ 
nerous  a  heart  ?  When  you  have 
been  heaping  kindnefs  on  me,  what 
ecfhicy  it  was  to  break  from  you,  and 
to  exclaim,  “  Fie  is  my  father — he 
gave  me  life  !  I  owe  my  being  to  this 
beloved,  this  excellent  man  1” — It  was 
in  thefe  moments  pleafure  to  weep ; 
many  a  time  joy  has  fwelied  my  tears. 
Pad,  pad,  Augufta,  are  thy  fenfations 
of  delight  1 

My 
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I 

My  Lord,  I  did  not  acquaint  my 
mother  of  the  letter  you  fent  to  me  :  I 
admitted  Grotz  privately  ;  I  buffered 
him  to  place  before  me  the  jewels  which 
once  ornamented  me  and  the  parent 
with  whom  I  ufed  to  be  happy.  But 
I  delivered  them  again  to  the  old 
man,  retaining  only  a  firing  of  pearls, 
as  a  remembrance  of  a  cruel  father, 
whofe  defertion  could  not  make  me 

t 

hate  him.  Take  them  back  again, 
my  Lord — they  would  only  mock  my 
wretchednefs ;  and  if  placed  upon  my 
bofom,  like  thofe  which  lie  midway 
in  the  mine,  would  fparkle  over  a 
gloomy  and  comfortlefs  abyfs.  Take 
them,  my  Lord — they  are  in  the  poffef- 
fion  of  Grotz,, 


I  told 
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I  told  you  that  I  kept  a  firing  of 
pearls  as  a  remembrance  ;  but  finding 
it  a  pain  to  look  on  them,  I  have  dif- 
pofed  of  the  baubles.  One  day,  when 
my  mother  was  not  prefen  t,  1  put  them 
fora  little  while  round  my  neck  ;  but 
a  chain  of  iron  had  afflided  me  lefs. 
I  tore  them  from  me,  opened  the 
window,  and  threw  them  one  by  one 
into  the  flreet. 

A  little  beggar  girl  was  {landing 
below ;  fire  picked  them  up  as  I 
dropped  them,  and  when  fhe  had  got 
poffeffion  of  them  all,  line  fat  down  on 
the  threfhold,  fmilingly  untied  a  firing 
of  beads,  and  having  carefully  inter¬ 
mixed 
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mixed  her  toys  and  the  pearls,  went 
her  ways  on  her  fupplicatory  errand. 

■Oh  that  I  had  been  the  infenfible 
little  wretch  1  Perhaps  her  father  gave 
her  the  poor  ornament  that  the  wore; 
and  perhaps,  after  a  day  of  feverity  and 
hard  living,  when  the  enters  her  forry 
abode,  that  father  may  take  her  in  his 
arms,  and  fay  to  her,  “God  blefs  thee, 
poor  child  !”  Oh  that  I  were  her, 
rather  than  what  I  am  !  And  yet  our 
worldly  fituations  will  foon  be  fimilar. 

My  Lord,  I  never,  never  will  leave 
my  mother ; — happy  together,  or  mb 
ferable  together,  I  applaud  the  inde¬ 
pendence  of  her  fpirit,  and  will  frame 


mine 
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mine  according;  to  it.  While  I  have 
\  ° 

a  nerve  in  my  arm,  I  will  exercife  it 
for  her  fupport : — it  is  true  I  have  not 
been  ufed  to  work  for  my  bread ;  but 
cuftom,  that  will  foon  teach  the  Baron 
of  Altenbum  to  forget  the  creatures 
who  have  perhaps  too  long  checked 
his  pleafures,  and  impeded  his  happi- 
nefs,  may  alfo  teach  me  to  think 
without  regret  on  the  lorry  alteration 
,  that  has  already  happened,  and  on  the 
poverty  that  is  likely  foon  to  wrap 
itfelf  around  me  and  my  dear  mother. 
We  go  from  hence  to-morrow.  Fare- 
wel,  farewell  and  cruel  as  you  have 
been,  God  guard  you,  father  ! 

Augusta . 

4  The 
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The  Barone fs  of  Altenburg  i o  M'ifs 

MeJJein . 

CHARLOTTE,  my  dear  Alten¬ 
burg  is  ill — very,  nay  I  fear  danger- 
oufly  ill  !  The  firft  appearance  of  his 
indifpoficion  alarmed,  and  an  increaf- 
ing  fever  has  terrified  me  ;  it  was  pre¬ 
ceded  by  a  deprefiion  of  fpirits  that  he 
was  not  able  to  conceal,  though  he* 
evidently  drove  to  do  fo,  and  by  an 
abfence  of  the  mind  that  plainly  ftiewed 
its  internal  didurbance.  Oh  what  can 
be  the  occafion  of  it  ? 

G  Seeing 
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Seeing  my  agitation,  he  entreated 
me  not  to  alarm  myfelf  unncceffarily  ; 
but  ]  could  not  be  in  any  degree  tran¬ 
quil  till  he  confented  to  the  attend¬ 
ance  of  a  phyfician,  which  he  was  pre- 
vioufly  much  inclineu  to  diipenfe  with. 
The  Dodor  does  not  fpcak  very  un¬ 
favourably  of  his  patient  to  me,  but 
to  others  I  have  reafon  to  fuppofe  he 
is  Ids  cautious :  I  know  he  entertains 
feme  ferious  apprehenfions,  and  re¬ 
gards  the  progrefs  of  the  fever  with 
great  concern.  Oh  Heaven  !  if  I 
fhould  lofe  my  Altenburg  !  Char¬ 
lotte,  there  are  a  thoufand  agonies  in 
that  thought  ! 

He 
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He  even  thrives  to  laugh  away  my 
fears  ;  but  in  that  expedient  I  can  dif- 
cover  the  oppoiition  of  Nature,  againft 
whom  he  is  weakly  ftruggling.  When¬ 
ever  I  take  his  hot  hand,  he  tells  me 
he  Hi  all  toon  be  well,  and  that  to  his 
affliction  a  child  would  fca'rcelv  vield. 

s  j 

My  continuing  in  his  chamber,  I 
perceive  does  not  pleafe  him  ,  his  mo-, 
lives,  however,  for  wi thing  my  ab fence 
fpring  from  love  and  fear,  which  ferve 
to  fix  me  near  his  bed,  rather  than 
drive  me  from  if. 


Fie  had  not  flept  for  a  confider- 
able  time  till  lad  night,  when,  about 
nine  o’clock,  he  fell  in  to  a  dumber,  and 
iiaid  myfelf  by  his  fide.  He  continued 

G  2 
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to  fleep  for  fome  time,  alternately* 
quiet  and  difturbed  j  for  his  breath¬ 
ings  were  frequently  hard,  his  hands 
hot,  and  his  forehead  dewy. 

The  hour  of  -midnight  went  over, 
and  the  fecond  of  morning  was  come, 
when  he  /ftarted  up,  and  looking 
around  him,  and  then  at  me,  enquired 
the  time  ;  on  my  replying  to  him,  he 
gently  chid  me,  and  defired  me  to  re¬ 
tire  to  bed.  I  was  obeying  him,  when 
he  called  me  back,  and  p  re  fling  his 
burning  lips  on  my  hand,  ec  God  blefs 
you,  Chriftiana  V9  he  cried  ;  “  and 
may  his  angels  watch  over  you,  as  you, 
their  filler,  have  watched  over  me  !” 


Heaven 
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“  Heaven  protect  you,  my  Alten- 
burg  !”  I  exclaimed,  as  I  went  out  of 
the  room  in  tears,  which  I  wifhed  him 
not  to  notice.  I  was  in  his  chamber 
again  early  in  the  day,  but  found 
nought  of  comfort  there,  no  happy 
alteration  being  difcernible.  On  many 
occafions  I  have  hitherto  thought  that 
I  poflefied  much  fortitude  and  confi* 
dence  ;  but  to  fee  my  kind,  my  dearly 
loved  Altenburg  on  the  bed  of  afflic* 

tion — Gcd !  perhaps  on  his  death- 

# 

bed-— Oh  how  (hocking  is  that  idea! 
I  have  now  no  ftrength,  no  courage  1 

Charlotte,  grant  me  the  requeft 
that  I  am  going-  to  make  : — -come  ro 
me  as  early  aspoffible;  with  all  the 

g  3.  force 
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force  of  friend  ill  ip  I  entreat  you.  On 
this  fpot  I  have  no  friends ;  and  if  any 
fatality  be  awaiting  my  dear  Alten- 
burg,  not  one  confoiing  voice  would 
reach  me  while  I  gazed  on  him.  in  his 
coffin 3  or  dragged  my  weak  limbs  after 
him  to  the  grave. 

The  Dodtor  is  now  coming  from  his 
patient,  and  1  go  to  him  trembling* 
and  tortured  by  fears.  Come,  come, 
dear  girl,  as  early  as  poffiblc ;  and  under 
this  roof  put  up  your  prayers  to  Heaven, 
for  the  life  of  the  hufband  of 

Christiana * 
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The  fame  to  the  fame. 

YOUR  letter,  my  friend,  has 
reached  me,  and  given  pain  to  my 
heart.  How  concerned  I  am  that, 
while  I  was  p reding  you  to  come  to 
me  during  the  afRidrion  of  my  huf- 
band5  you  fhould  be  doling  the  eyes  of 
a  mild  and  venerable  parent,  and 
weeping  over  the  corfe  of  her  who 
gave  you  to  the  world,  faltered  you 
at  her  bread,  and  watched  you  with 
tendern'efs  through  youth  to  your  late 
date  of  happinefs ! 

g  4 
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Soon,  foon  may  that  happinefs  re¬ 
turn  !  Let  the  tears  of  affection  and 
regret  take  their  courfe,  and  then  recal 
your  former  ferenity  to  your  bofom. 
The  thoughts  which  attach  themfeives 
to  death  may  be  gloomy  3  but  thofe 
which  range  to  immortality,  are  bright 
as  the  clouds  of  fummer. 

Good  God,  what  tranfition  !  To 
breathe  oppreffively,  to  ftrive  to  raife 
the  heavy  eyelid,  to  touch  the  warm 
hand  that  gives  no  heat,  and  cannot  be 
preffed,  to  fall  from  the  fupporting 
arm  cold,  ft  iff,  totally  infenfate  3 — then 
thefpirit — wonderful  eflence  !  to  burft 
from  its  fecret  prifon-door,  to  afcencl, 
to  travel  through  the  ways  of  light  on 

the 
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the  wings  of  rapidity  ;  and,  unoh- 
ftrufted,  to  call  at  the  grate  of  heaven, 
faying,  “  Open,  Almighty  Father  1 
admit  thy  expected  fervant  :  open. 
Almighty  Father,  and  let  me  dwell; 
with  thee  for  ever  !” 

Oh  Charlotte  l  I  am  thrilled  with 
an  inward  rapture  ;  my  feelings  at  this, 
moment  are  very  ftrange.  If  imagi¬ 
nation  has  its  victims,  and  I  feme- 
times  believe  if,  I  fear  I  iliall  fall  a  fa- 
crifice.  Dry  up  your  tears,  my  friend  ; 
remember  Nature  enforced  not  her 
demand  till  a  long  date,  and  even 
then  did  it  with  an  unufuai  degree  of 
mild  refolution  di-fpel,  therefore,  the 
clouds  of  forrow  ;  turn  your  eyes  from 

G  5  the.- 
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the  body  of  your  mother,  and  direct 
them  towards  her  remaining  family  of 
love. 


My  Altenburg — Charlotte,  he  will 

__  V 

live,  he  will  live  1  My  fears  made  mo- 
wild,  but  they  were  groundlefs ;  the 
fever  that  preyed  upon  the  poor  fuf- 
ferer  is  gone  over  ;  his  mind  is  become 
tranquil,  and  nothing  remains  but  a 
languor  which  will  I  hope  foon  difap- 
pear.  Gratitude  has  ever  been  in  my 
nature  :  but  Oh  the  gratitude  that 
I  am  anxious  to  offer  to  the  Supreme 
Being  on  this  occafion,  flows  incef- 
fantly,  dill  without  any  pomp  of  words 
or  dudied  form. 


I  feena 
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I  feem  to  be  newly  created  j  I  go 
about  the  houfe,  (nailing  ;  I  meet  the 
Chaplain.—' “  Friend/’  I  exclaim, 
“  my  hufband  is  recovered.  Re¬ 
member  to  whom  your  praifes  are 
due — to  God  !  worfhip  him  for  it.” 
I  make  my  fervants  affemble  together, 
tell  them  of  the  happy  change,  and  bid 
them  rejoice  ; — then  I  fly  to  the  cham¬ 
ber  of  my  Altenburg  ;  my  lips  fix  on 
his  ftill  pale  cheek  ;  1  throw  my  arms 
around  his  neck,  and  place  my  very 
heart  before  him,  in  order  that  he 
may  fee  the  characters  of  -love  upon 
it. 

Enthufiafl !— Well,  be  it  fo,  while 
my  enthufiafm  is  not  injurious.  Fare- 

g  6  wel3 
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wcl,  my  dear  friend  !  Peace  be  to  the 
bofom  of  yourfelf,  and  to  the  kindred 
mourners  who  furround  you  ! 

Christiana « 


Count  Stendal  to  Baron  Altenburg. 

WHY  this  long  filence,  Altenburg  ? 

What  is  the  caufe  of  it  ?  Have  I,  in 

*  / 

my  plain nefs  of  fpeech,  advanced 

•  * 

any  thing  to  give  you  difpleafure  ?  If 
fo,  truft  me  I  am  forry  for  it.  There 
are  fome  qualities  in  me  which  will, 
in  their  obftinacy,  difcover  themfelves. 
I  have  never  been  accuftomed  to 
ftrangle  my  thoughts  3  and  have  fa 
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Indulged  myfelf  in  the  free  ut¬ 
terance  of  every  thing  allied  to  truth, 
that  in  this  age  of  fa  (hi  on  and  cere¬ 
mony,  when  polite  lying  is  thought  an 
accompli fh men t,  and  harfh  fads  are 
held  to  be  odious,  I  believe  there  are 
thofe  who,  teeing  me  approach  them, 
would  be  ready  to  exclaim,  C£  This 
barbarian  mud  be  avoided  till  he  has 
gone  through  the  rules  of  civiliza¬ 
tion.” 


Remember,  Altenburg,  I  am  a  plain, 
rufticated  mortal ;  one  who  is  little 
pleafed  with  ceremony,  or  proud  of 
riches ;  one  whom  date  and  pagean¬ 
try  difgud  ;  no  cringer  at  Courts,  no 
fmiler  at  levees  5  nothing  more  than 


an 
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an  unafpiring  being,  who,  for  his  hap- 
pinefs,  mull  difcourfe  with  Na  ture,and 
fuffer  her  to  regulate  his  days  in  thofe 
retirements,  where  winter  makes  him 
contemplative,  and  fummer  joyful ; 
where  love  comes  willingly  to  blefs 
him  and  where  he,  who  is  fond  of 
prattling  on  little  concerns,  finds  too 
much  poverty  of  circumflance  to  feed 
on. 

The  world  has  faid  (it  may  ftill  fay) 
Stendal  is  not  old  ;  he  has  rank,  for¬ 
tune,  is  married  to  a  lovely  woman, 
and  his  means  are  nearly  princely  ;  yet, 
for  all  this,  he  is  cynical  and  mean 
he  retires  from  the  fphere  in  which  he 
fhould  move,  merely  to  accumulate 
4  wealth  5 
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wealth;  affeds  fimpiicity  to  cover  his 
parfimony ;  keeps  his  wife  in  obfcurity 
through  fimilar  motives ;  and  has  too 
poor  a  foul  to  fupport  that  dignity 
which  attaches  itfelf  to  his  name. 

Oh  ye  forry  obfervers  !  my  happi- 
nefs  is  well  fecured  againft  your  malice, 
too  remote  for  your  farcafms  to  reach  ; 
it  is  in  the  beauty  and  fertility  of  my 
demefne,  in  the  profperity  of  its  culti¬ 
vators,  in  the  fmiles  and  fidelity  of 
my  dependants,  in  the  carefTes  of  my 
fweet  wife  and  bleffed  progeny  ! — fuch 
is  the  conftitution  of  my  happinefs  . 
and  in  my  retreats,  heard  are  the 
effufions  of  genius,  and  the  deeper 

tones 
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tones  of  wifdom,  anting  from  en¬ 
chanting  poetry  and  divine  philo- 
fophy. 

Altenburg,  break  your  flubborn 
filence,  and  write  to  me,  I  need  not 
repeat  that  you  are  in  my  heart,  and 
that  I  with  the  felicities  of  life  upon 
you.  I  am  going  a  little  tour  of 
friend  (hip,  and  fhall  on  Thurfday  be 

at  N— - ,  where  I  would  have  you 

dired  to  me.  Adieu  !  the  beft  vvifhes 
of  a  friend  attend  on  you  and  the 
Baronefs. 

St  ended* 
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The  Baron  in  Reply. 

THE  caufe  of  my  filence,  friend,  is 
not  that  which  you  conjectured : 
though  your  truths  have  carried  con- 
vidion,  and  your  accufations  reached 
my  confidence,  which  went  the  greater 
way  to  meet  them,  yet  none  of  them 
fhouid  have  fealed  my  lip?,  left  it 
fhould  have  been  fufpe&ed  that  my 
taciturnity  arofe  either  from  infenfi- 
bility,  or  the  fpirit  of  ohftinacy. 

I  was  preparing  to  write  to  you  at 
the  very  moment  your  letter  arrived  ; 
and  have  now  to  inform  you  that  I 

have 
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have  oflate'been  deprived  of  the  plea¬ 
sure  of  correfponding  with  you  by  a 
fevere  affliction.  Yes,  affliction,  my 
friend  ;  indifpofition  is  too  forcelefs 
a  word  to  exprefs  my  late  fituation  ; 
it  may,  indeed  be  applicable  to  the 
Slate  of  my  body,  byt  is  not  important 
enough  for  the  malady  of  my  mind. 
The  former  is  again  a  flaming  its  fane- 

eo  O 

tions,  and  the  latter  I  am  Striving  to 
amend  :  there  muft  be  refolution  on 
my  part— I  find  it  hecefiary;  and  if 
my  exertions  be  not  great,  my  relapfe 
may  be  fatal. 

The  caufe  of  all  this  internal  pain 
and  intellectual  warfare  is,  as  you  may 
conjedture,  in  Isabella  1  my  mifery 

ariSes 
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arifes  from  her  and  from  her  daughter ; 
and  they  have  fo  oppofedmy  projects, 
that  my  reafon  almoft  funk  with 
them.  You  know  my  natural  rafh- 
neis  and  impetuofity :  there  have  been 
moments  when  I  aim  oil  curfed  thefe 
women,  but  the  imprecations  were 
immediately  fucceeded  by  bleb* 
lings ;  and  I  have  fhuddered  at  my 
own  impiety,  and  called  back  again 
the  difcarded  objedls  to  my  heart. 

Ifabella  and  Auguftaare  the  volun¬ 
tary  vidtims  of  poverty  ;  the  fortune 
of  the  one,  it  is  refolved  by  them, 
Ih all  be  the  fortune  of  the  other  ;  every 
valuable  has  been  rejected  ;  and  by  a 
letter  which  I  lately  received  from  old 

Grotz* 
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Grotz,  I  find  that  even  the  greater 
part  of  their  clothes  have  been  packed 
up  by  them,  and  font  to  my  houfe ; 
and  alfo  that  they  have  again  re¬ 
moved  their  lodging,  and  with  fo  much 
privacy,  that  nothing  can  be  learned 
of  them. 


They  will  ftarve  1  they  will  peri  (lid 
Ifabdla  and  my  girl  will  die  in  want 
and  wretchednefs,  even  while  luxuries 
fpread  the  board  of  the  man  who  has 
deferted  them,  and  who  once  was,  and 
perhaps,  in  fpite  of  their  proteftations, 
£1111  is,  remembered  and  beloved.  Pre- 
fumptuous,  unnatural  thought  ! — * 
Dearly  as  1  have  ever  prized  my  daugh¬ 
ter,  her  actual  worth  was  not  known 

to 
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to  me  till  I  loft  her;  for  I  knew  not 
till  of  late  that,  pofFefling  the  firm- 
litude,  (lie  had  the  mind  of  an  angel. 

She  has  written  to  me  a  farewel 
letter;  it  is  a  competition  that  would 
melt  the  mod  iron-hearted  mortal, 
and  a  lavage  parent  might  weep  over 
it.  Oh  Stendal !  that  very  letter  laid 
me  on  a  bed  officknefs ;  I  read  it  till 
I  was  almoft  diftra&ed;  my  heart 
lickened,  and  nature  was  nearly  fub~ 
dued.  A  fever  fucceeded  ;  but, 
thank  Heaven,  it  did  not  reach  my 
mind ;  I  have  therefore  retained  my 
lenfes,  and  confequently  been  very 
guarded  in  my  expreffions. 
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What  a  2:0 od  aneel  is  Chri (liana  ! 
Divided  as  my  heart  is,  (he  mud  ever 
be  a  dear  object  to  it ;  and  if  my  love 
wants  that  fervour  which  it  pededed 
when  directed  towards  Ifabella,  dill  my 
attachment  to  my  wife  is  tender,  and 
firmly  fixed.  She  has  been  my  nurfe, 
her  fweet  bofom  my  pillow,  her  eyes 
the  anxious  watchers  of  my  redlefT- 
nefs ;  from  morning  till  night  (lie  has 
attended  me,  and  again  from  night  till 
morning.  When  1  lay  faint  and  ex- 
haufted,  I  faw  the  terror  of  her  face, 
and  heard  the  murmurs  of  her  bread  j 
but  now  I  have,  in  fome  degree,  re¬ 
gained  my  drength,  and  fince  danger 
has  left  me,  mirth  prefides  over  her 
countenance ;  die  laughs,  die  lings, 

and 


LEOPOLD  WARNDORF.  143 
and  (hews  fuch  proofs  of  love,  as,  even 
in  my  prefen t  debilitated  (late,  awaken 
my  admiration.  Dear  enthufiaft  ! 
never  will  I  forget  my  duty  to  thee 
duty  !  the  word  is  infgnihcant,  and 
does  not  reach  my  meaning. 

x  \ 

I  have  kept  her  in  ignorance  re- 
fpefling  Ifabelia  ;  flic  believes  that  my 
mi  lire fs  and  daughter  are  gone  back  to 
Italy,  and  that  they  have  accepted 
from  me  a  competent  provifion. 
Amiable  being  !  how  few  of  the  preju¬ 
dices  of  the  fex  obfcure  her  nature! 
She  can  pardon  thofe  frailties  over 
which  at  firid  (lie  fighs ;  and  her  com¬ 
panion  and  humanity  are  directed  to¬ 
wards  thole  places  from  which  feme 


women 
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women  would  faftidioufly  turn,  or  look 
upon  with  affedted  difguft. 

I  dare  not,  at  this  time,  trufh  myfelf 
in  faying  any  more  refpedting  thefe 
unfortunate  creatures:  happy,  happy 
fhould  1  be,  could  1  put  the  fame  re- 
ftraint  upon  my  mind  as  on  my  pen ; 
but  every  effort  that  I  have  hitherto 
made  to  diredt  the  former,  has  been 
totally  ineffectual.  The  brain  is  an  ob- 
ftinate  republic,  and  it  is  difficult  to  ac¬ 
count  for  the  anarchy  that  breeds  in  it. 

Dear  Stendal,  I  feel  a  languor  creep¬ 
ing  over  me.  I  promifed  my  wife 
not  to  be  abfent  more  than  half  an 
hour,  and  therefore  mud  fold  my  letter, 

and 
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and  difpatch  it.  But  firll  let  me  willi 
you  pleafure  in  your  tour  of  friend* 
Blip.  As  you  did  not  mention  the 
name  of  thofe  whom  you  were  going 
to  vifit,  I  prefume  they  are  unknown 
tome.  There  is  .a  circumftance  of 
which  I  wifli  to  fpeak,  relating  to  the 
village  in  which  this  letter  will  find 

you  ;  it  is - But  I  am  faint,  and 

cannot  now  proceed.  Within  a  few 
days*  perhaps  to-morrow,  I  may  ad- 
drefs  you  on  a  fubjedt  which  I  am,  at 
this  time,  too  weak  and  irrefolute  to 
mention. 

Altenburg* 

*  *  ’* 

vol,  1.  h  The 
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The  Baron  to  the  Count . 

YOU  are  a  man  of  virtue;  in  the 
paths  of  redtitude  you  have  been 
fteady,  never  deviating  therefrom  : 
your  purfuit  has  been  happinefs,  and 
you  have  attained  it.  I — but  no  pa¬ 
rallels,  left  they  fhould  appear  tinged 
with  fycophancy.  I  am  a  poor  ex- 
tenuator  of  my  errors,  and  can  plead 
infinitely  better  for  thofe  of  other 
people  than  for  my  own.  I  am  con¬ 
vinced  of  the  fallacy  of  the  doctrine, 
that  a  man’s  optics  make  not  the  im¬ 
perfections  of  himfelf  vifible :  he  may, 
I  admit,  for  a  while  clofe  his  eyes 

upon 
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Upon  them  ;  but  the  time  cannot  be 
long  before  he  mud  open  them  to  a 
full  difclofure  of  his  deformities,  whe¬ 
ther  he  confefies  it,  or  not. 

The  fequel  to  thefe  reflections  may 
probably  make  me  appear  to  you  like 
a  furry  author,  who  having  fomething 
bafe  to  obtrude  upon  the  reader,  would 
fain  attract  him  by  fome  artifice  in  a 
laboured  preface. 

The  letter  that  I  wrote  to  you  two 
days  ago,  muff  have  led  you  to  expect 
another.  The  fubject,  however,  which 
I  am  defirous  of  entering  upon,  em- 
barrafles  me  ;  and,  fearful  of  your 
further  ceniures,  I  have  been  much 

h  2  inclined 
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inclined  to  do  away  what  I  laid,  by 

filence.  But  to  retraCt  would  not  be 

*  ( 

0 

honourable  ;  and  to  proceed  will  be, 

I  fear,  to  lead  myfelf  into  merited  dif- 

grace.  Were  I  of  the  Catholic  per- 

fuafion,  I  fhould  weary  even  the  mofb 

patient  confelTor,  whofe  abfolutions 

on  my  multiplied  tranfgrefiions  would 

* 

necefiarily  come  with  tardinefs  and 
reluctance. 

About  twenty  years  ago,  and  when 

■) 

I  was  not  quite  eighteen  years  old,  I 
and  a  juvenile  acquaintance,  whofe 
habits  and  [idle  propenfities  were  kin¬ 
dred  with  my  own,  retired  from 
Vienna,  and  for  the  courfe  of  three 
months  relided  in  the  village  where 

you 
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you  now  arc.  We  had  a  large  fupply 
of  money,  which  enabled  us  to  keep  a 
mor£  than  ordinary  appearance  ;  and 
we  lived  in  the  extravagance  which  had 
become  habitual  to  us.  To  prevent 
the  impertinent  enquiries  of  our 
friends,  we  affumed  fiftitious  names ; 
and  as  the  Ipot  .was  particularly  fa¬ 
vourable  to  hunting;,  and  the  feafon 
being  that  of  fports,  it  formed  our 

principal  amufement. 

/ 

* 

My  d iflipated  affociate  had  accom¬ 
modated  himfelf  with  a  temporary 
mi  ft  refs,  whom  he  brought  from 
Vienna  :  and  as  I  had  neglected  to  do 
fo,  and  poffeffed  no  more  virtue  than 

M 

/ 

my  young  acquaintance,  immediately 
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on  our  arrival  at  the  village,  [  began  . 
to  look  for  an  objedt  of  funilar  grati¬ 
fication. 

*  ' 

Vice,  I  foon  difcovered,  was  little 
known  in  the  hamlet,  and  wantonnefs 
not  to  be  found  in  it  y  dill  I  faw 
women, young,  blooming,  and  modefl  \ 
and  that  to  feduce  any  of  them,  was  to 
be  a  villain,  neither  perplexed  nor  en¬ 
tered  into  my  mind.  Being  an  epicure 
in  my  fenfualities,  my  heart  bounded 
when  I  difcovered  a  girl  of  about 
feventeen  years  of  age,  and  of  fingular 
beauty,  refiding  in  a  cottage  at  a  little 
diftanee  from  the  houfe  which  I  had 
engaged  :  I  marked  her  as  my  prize  j 
my  imagination  rioted,  and  I  was 

impatient 
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impatient  to  obtain  pofleflion  of  the 
lovely  ruftic. 

In  the  prefent  days,  as  it  was  in 
thofe  to  which  I  am  now  alluding,  to 
feduce  the  affections  of  a  wife,  or  to 
pillage  her  of  her  honour,  is  looked 
upon  and  pardoned  frequently  with 
a  fmile  and  to  decoy  a  miftrefs  from 
a  friend,  is  applauded  as  an  aCt  of 
heroifm  and  ingenuity.  I  was  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  tenor  of  my  com- 
panion’s  fentiments,  and  knew  the 
flrength  of  his  paffions ;  therefore,  to 
effedt  my  fecurity,  and  forward  my 
own  vile  plans,  I  kept  him  ignorant  cf 
my  defigns,  and  did  not  point  out  the 
charming  cottager  to  his  notice, 

h  4 


One 
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One  day,  taking  advantage  of  his 
abfence,  I  fauntered  pad  the  lowly 
habitation  of  the  dranger,  and  faw  her 
knitting  at  the  door  ;  her  beauty 
heightened  as  I  approached  near  to 
her,  for  as  foon  as  her  eyes  came  upon 
me,  blufhes  rofe  in  her  cheeks,  and  fhe 
looked  down  on  the  ground,  rather 
than  on  her  work.  This  evident  con¬ 
dition  only  ferved  to  embolden  me  ; 
and  to  fubdue  a  timid  woman  was,  I 
thought,  more  eafy  than  to  prevail 
with  a  confident  one. 

Her  countenance  was  truly  fweet ; 
the  had  not  the  appearance  of  a  ruddy 
rudic  ;  there  was  a  grace  about  her  fo 
natural  and  fafcinating,  that  1  looked 


on 
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on  her  with  increafing  delight.  Open¬ 
ing  the  wicket  of  the  garden,  I  walked 
up  to  her,  and  with  home  degree  of 
refpecl,  afked  her  whether  (lie  had  feea 
a  lady  and  gentleman  go  pail  the  cot¬ 
tage  within  the  lafl  half  hour ;  (lie. 
anfwering  in  the  negative,  I  advanced 
fome  further  quefiions,  and  attempted 
to  begin  a  converfation,  when  I  found 
that,  with  her  beauty,  (lie  had  11a 
mean  intellect,  and  that  the  fweeteft 
fimplicity  accompanied  every  word  lhe 
uttered.. 


We  were  foon,  however,  interrupted 
by  her  mother,  who  came  into  the 
garden  ;  and  as  the  old  lady  feemed 
to  fcrutinize  me,  I  thought  it  proper 

Bt  5  to* 


154  LEOPOLD  WARKDORF, 

to  retire  from  the  cottage  till  oppor¬ 
tunity  better  favoured  my  projedf. 

Stendal,  the  recollection  of  the 
means  which  I  ufed  in  order  to  bring 
innocence  and  unwary  youth  into  ruin, 
at  this  moment  chills  my  languid 
blood,  and  gives  ficknefs  to  my  heart. 
Moralift,  what  muft  you  think  of  your 
unworthy  but  repentant  friend  ? 

I  contrived  to  fee  and  to  talk  with 
her  again  on  the  following  day  :  feve- 
ral  other  meetings  fucceeded.  I  forced 
her  to  accept  fome  little  prefents,  pro. 
felled  an  attachment  for  her,  and  by 
a  mafterpiece  of  diffimulation,  and 
after  an  acquaintance  of  two  months, 

flie 
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lhe  gave  her  virtue  up  to  me.  Bar¬ 
barian  like,  I  feduced  her  with  lies 3 
fvvore  that  I  was  the  fon  of  a  mer¬ 
chant,  that  I  iincerely  loved,  and 
would  marry  her,  and  that  I  would 
never,  never  forfake  her.  She  yielded 
to  me 3  our  intercourfe  was  con¬ 
tinued  with  privacy,  and  fhe  had  no 
fufpicion  of  the  deception  that  I  had 
pradlifed* 

But  fhe  had  fcarcely  entered  into 

'  ~  _  \ 

the  errors  of  love,  before  the  heard  the 
upbraidings  of  confidence,.  and  felt  the 
pangs  of  guilt.  I  had  much  difficulty 
in  Toothing  her  3  and  whenever  I  found 
her  inclined  to  melancholy,  I  cheered 
her  by  talking  of  the  union  that 

h  6  would 
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would  Toon  fubfift  between  us,  which 
generally  difperfed  the  clouds  of 
anxiety. 

I  found  that  the  village  pried  was 
the  friend  of  my  lovely  vidtim  ;  that 
flie  had  been  his  favourite  from  her 
infancy  ;  that  he  had  given  her  an 
education,  and  in  fome  degree  im¬ 
proved  her  mind,  and  carried  his  at-* 
tachment  fo  far,  as  to  perfuade  her 
parents,  one  of  whom  was  fince  dead, 
to  name  her  after  his  wife,  who  had 
been  recently  wrefted  from  him. 

Neither  of  thefe  circumftances,  how- 

/  - 

ever,  impeded  me  in  the  progrefs  of 
villany  ;  my  religious  tenets  were  very 
weak  $  and  if  ever  1  felt  any  refpeft 

fo 


LEOPOLD  WARNDORF.  I 

for  the  facerdotal  character,  an  intru- 
fion  of  fome  of  the  glare  of  falfe  philo- 
fophy,  which  had  led  away  my  under- 
{landing,  would  almoft  inftantly  over¬ 
throw  and  deftroy  it. 

I  had  not  hinted  at  my  amour  to 
my  friend,  who  now  began  to  talk  of 
returning  to  Vienna,  as  the  means  of 
prodigality  were  failing  him.  He 
urged  me  to  accompany  him  ;  I 
affented  to  his  requefl,  and  an  early 

\  y 

day  was  fixed  for  our  departure. 

I  now  felt  the  pangs  of  felf-  reproach  $ 
the  cottage  of  poor  Jofephine  I  could 
not  look  indifferently  on  ;  and  when 
in  a  moonlight  evening,  and  in  the 
0  abfence 
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ab fence  of  her  mother,  fhe  ft  ole  to  a 

N 

little  thicket,  the  ufual  place  of  our 
affignations,  and  crept  to  my  bofom. 
Oh  then  I  began  to  fufpedt  I  was  a 
villain !  Still  it  was  but  a  fufpicion, 
and  it  abided  not  long  with  me. 

Count,  I  will  abridge  my  tale. 

/ 

I  left  the  ruined  girl  without  taking 

/ 

any  leave  of  her.  Returning  to 
Vienna,  I  (trove,  like  a  monitor,  to 
forget  her ;  but  it  was  impoflible  to 
expel  her  immediately  from  my  me¬ 
mory,  becaufe  Vienna  offered  not  fo 
lovely  a  woman  to  my  notice.  The 
varied  diffipations  of  fix  fuccefhve 
months  could  not  wholly  drive  her 

from 
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from  my  mind  ;  that  time  had  elapfed 
when  I  wrote  a  letter  to  her,  in  which 
I  enclofed  a  bill  of  feme  value  :  and, 
Hill  ufing  the  fictitious  name  of 
Roftock,  allured  her  that  I  fliould 
ever  love  her  ;  but  on  the  fubjeCt  of 
marriage  I  was  very  much  guarded,  if 

not  wholly  filent. 

/ 

After  waiting  with  great  impatience 
for  the  courfe  of  a  month,  I  received 
an  an  fiver  to  my  letter,  not  written 
by  Jofephine,  but  by  the  Prieft,  of 
whom  I  have  before  fpoken  ;  and 
being;  in  a  ferious  mood  when  it 
reached  me,  the  edges  of  a  thoufand 
fwords  could  fcarcelv  have  mangled 
me  more  than  the  good  man's  words 

and 


I 
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and  intelligence.  He  firft  expatiated 
on  the  crime  of  fedudion,  and  on  the 
prevalence  of  vice ;  then  painted  the 
poor  cottager  in  all  the  colours  of  in¬ 
nocence — colours  which  I  had  fullied, 
innocence  which  I  had  defiled  !  He 
fpoke  of  her  confefiion,  her  confe- 
quent  fhame  and  agony ;  and  fhewed 
her  to  my  imagination  broken-hearted, 
and  fobbing  on  the  bofom  of  her  un¬ 
happy  mother,  in  an  advanced  ftate 
of  pregnancy,  and  of  ruined  health  and 
mind. 

Had  he  prefentcd  her  to  me  at  that 
moment,  I  could  have  exclaimed, 
“  This  woman  has  been  injured  by 
me  -s  but  as  my  wife,  and  with  the 

fincerity 
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fincerity  of  love,  (lie  fliail  have  repa¬ 
ration.” — Oh  Stendal !  I  cannot  now 
proceed  ;  the  next  pod  fliail  bring  you 
what  I  am  at  this  time  unable  to  fend. 
You  may  never  have  felt  the  pangs  of 
confcience  ;  I -have — I  do  ;  at  this 
moment  they  rack  the  bread,  and 
almoft  diffract  the  brain  of 

Altenburg . 

V 

..  *  I 


The  Baron  to  the  Count . 

IF  I  did  not  weary  you,  dear 
Stendal,  with  the  beginning  of  my 
tale,  I  entreat  that  you  will  liften  to 
the  remainder  of  it.  The  picture  of 

the 
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the  good  old  Pried:  difturbed  my  ima¬ 
gination,  and  I  thought  myfelf  curfed 
in  being  the  caufe  of  all  the  mifery 
that  he  had  fo  pathetically  defcribed. 
Confcience  is  never  fo  fufceptible  of 
any  wound  as  of  the  firft,  becaufe  there 
is  no  previous  fufpicion  of  its  being 
merited  ;  every  other  attack  on  it  is 
lefs  fevere ;  frailty  grows  more  palpa¬ 
ble,  and  the  repetition  of  faults  feems 
more  deferving  of  punifhment  :  pre¬ 
cautions,  therefore,  are  taken  aeainft 
thofe  inflictions,  to  which  at  length 
it  becomes  habituated,  and  which  fink 
the  acute  fenfe  into  comparative  in¬ 
difference  and  apathy. 


Preparations 
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Preparations  were  then  making  for 
my  going  to  Italy.  My  father  was 
bufy  in  arranging  my  concerns,  in  re¬ 
proving  me  for  my  former  levities,  and 

^  ■ 

in  entreating  me  to  be  more  guarded 
and  prudent  in  my  future  conduct* 
He  was  unwilling  that  I  fhould  be 
much  with  my  thoughtlefs  affo- 
ciates,  and  Teemed  defirous  that  I 
fhould-  fpend  with  him  all  the  inter¬ 
vening  time  till  the  day  fixed  for  my 
departure  from  Vienna.  This  reftraint 
I  found  highly  difagreeable,  particu- 
*  larly  as  I  had  formed  a  project  of  feeing 
the  poor  unhappy  cottager  again,  and 
of  making  her  feme  reparation  pre- 
vioufly  to  my  leaving  Germany. 


\ 
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Six  weeks  after  receiving  the  probing 
letter  of  the  Fried,  and  alio  after  hav¬ 
ing  perfuaded  my  father  to  grant  me 
a  few  clays’  abfence,  1  haftened  down 
to  the  village  where  1  had  led  the  fond 

and  unfufpedfing  Jofephine  from  in- 

\ 

nocence  to  fhame.  It  was  my  inten¬ 
tion  to  diredt  that  a  fufficient  fum  ol 
money  fhould  be  annually  paid  for  the 
iupport  ofherfelf,  her  child,  ifit  lived 

> 

and  her  mother, — when  I  fhould  come 

into  the  pofTeffion  of  the  expected 

fortunes  of  my  father  and  my  uncle,  I 

vvifhed  to  do  more  for  them  ;  but  till 

thofe  events  happened,  I  meant  to 

conceal  my  real  name  and  quality,  and 

*»• 

again  to  uie  that  under  which  I  had 
become  her  feducer. 


I  knew 
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I  knew  that  I  could  not  attend  to 
all  the  promifes  I  had  made  her, 
that  of  marriage  being  included  :  fuch 
an  union  was  impofliblej  and  greatly 
as  I  loved  her,  1  believed  her  to  be 
much  too  good,  in  fpite  of  her  frailty, 
to  become  my  miftrefs  ;  (till  f  hoped 
to  accommodate  matters  with  home 
degree  of  fat  is  taction,  though  the  idea 
of  feeing  her  confuted,  and  of  en- 
"countering  the  eyes  of  her  godfather, 
abafhed  me. 

It  was  evening  when  I  entered  the 

village ;  the  fun  had  gone  down,  and 

*  \ 

twilight  was  travelling  over  the  foreft, 
which  lay  on  the  one  fide,  and  falling 
on  the  hamlet  that  rofe  on  the  other. 

Nothing 
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■Nothing  broke  the  lilence  but  the 
falutations  of  the  retiring  peafants,  the 
repeated  “  Good  night*'  of  the  little 
children,  who  were  playing  in  the 
road,  and  the  found  of  the  bell  dwell¬ 
ing  from  the  village  church. 

My  horfe  was  tired,  and  I  was  glad 

to  find  myfelf  fo  near  a  refling- place. 

* 

Calling  to  a  boy,  who  was  running 
along  the  path,  I  requefled  him  to  lead 
my  horfe  to  the  inn,  as  I  w idled  to 
difmount,  and  to  walk  either  to  the 
cottage  of  Jofephine,  or  to  the  Reftory. 
The  lad,  however,  told  me  that  he 
,  could  not  oblige  me,  becaufe  he  was 
battening  to  fee  the  funeral  that  was 
proceeding  towards  the  church. 

cc  Simpleton  !*' 


I , 
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4t  Simpleton  !”  laid  I,  4?  here  is 
money  for  you.  Whofe  funeral  is 
it  ?” 

44  Poor  Jofepbine’s  !”  cried  the 
young  fon  of  'Nature ;  4 4  poor  Jofe- 
phine’s  !’*  and  he  ran  away  from  me 
with  fwiftnefs. 

44  Jofephine’s  !”  I  exclaimed;  44 not 
my  Jofephine,  furely  !'  There  may  be 
many  women  of  that  name  in  the  vil¬ 
lage  ;  and  yet — and  yet  grief  may 
have  broken  the  heart  of  my  vidtim ! 
My  cruelty  may  have  blafted  her  in 
the  fpring  of  life  !” 

My  heart  was  growing  lick  with 
conjecture ;  1  difmounted  from  my 

horfe, 
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horfe,  tied  it  to  a  tree,  and  followed 
the  deps  of  the  young  informer. 

In  a  few  minutes  I  was  in  the 
church-yard  :  a  folemn  proceffion  was 
moving  near  to  me  ;  it  dill  approached 
■ — it  came  clofe  to  me.  1  flared  upon 
the  flow-pacing  and  unobferving  at¬ 
tendants.  Before  went  the  pador, 
bending  towards  the  earth,  and  fighing 
as  he  patTcd. — “  He  mufl  figh  for 
Jofephine  !”  faid  my  frightened  foul. 
Then  came  the  corpfe  :  the  wind  blew 
the  pall  againd  my  cheek  j  my  driver- 
ings  increafed — If  it  be  Jofephine  1- — 
The  firfl  mourner  followed  ;  it  was  an 
old  woman,  who  daggered  as  die 

walked  j  her  hands  were  clafped,  her 

/  ■ 

eyes 

/ 


4 


I 
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eyes  fixed  on  the  coffin. — -cc  Oh  my 
God!  Oh  my  child!  Oh  daughter* 
daughter!” 


I  heard  her,  knew  her  voice  ;  it  was 
Tofephine’s  mother  !  I  was  fupported 
by  a  tomb  (lone  ?  which  was  not  colder 
than  my  body.  I  funk  into  a  fhort 
infeofibility ;  and  when  I  again  un- 
clofed  my  eyes,  difeovered  no  one  neat 


me.  I  rubbed  my  forehead,  fearing  a 
diftemperature  of  my  mind  3  but  feeing 
light  from  the  windows  of  the  church, 
found  that  there  wa<s  no  dclufion. 


T  went  towards  the  honfe  of  God 
{unfit  place  for  me  !),  and  entered  it. 
I  did  not  fuppofe  that  I  fhouid  be 
vol»  i»  i  recoff- 

O 
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recognized,  as  I  wore  a  great  coat,  the 
collar  of  which  I  had  pulled  above  my 
head  ;  befide,  it  was  the  hour  of  gene¬ 
ral  forrow,  not  of  curiofity  5  and 
the  eyes  of  the  Pried  and  the  mourners 
were  fixed  on  the  coffin,  feidom  (fray¬ 
ing  towards  any  other  object. 

My  vital  powers  became  (till  more 
cold  and  languid  j  and  in  the  dark 
receffes  of  the  edifice,  the  optics  of 
imagination  collected  all  the  ugly 
forms  of  fear, — I  have  accelerated 
the  death  of  an  innocent  young  crea- 
ture,”  I  inwardly  murmured  ;  c<  I 
have  given  birth  to  a  child,  and  been 
the  inftrument  of  tearing  the  nipple 
of  its  mother’s  bread  from  its  little 

mouth ! 


LEOPOLD  WARNDORF.  1>1  % 

mouth  !  I  have  planted  forrow  in  the 
bofoms  of  the  fympathetic  !  1  have 
flabbed  the  heart  of  old  maternal 
fondnefs,  and  agonized  the  mind  of 
one  of  God’s  moft  holy  fervants  !” 

1  could  not  bear  thefe  quick  refiec~ 
tions,  could  no  longer  look  on  the 
furrowing  group  ;  but,  hunying  out 
of  the  church,  foon  after  remounted 
my  horfe,  and  rode  precipitately  from 
the  village,  regarding  myfelf  as  a  fiend 
more  cruel  and  fanguinary  than  the 
Devil  when  he  was  Hying  from  the 
corruption  that  he  had  implanted  in 
the  Tweets  of  Eden* 

i  % 


Returning 
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Returning  haftlly  to  Vienna,  fatigue 
and  heat  brought  on  a  fever,  and  my 
mind  was  almoft  in  a  ftate'df  diftrac- 

•a 

tion.  My  father  was  alarmed,  and 
entreated  me  to  explain  the  caufe  ot 
my  malady  and  mental  diforder  ;  but 
1  was  not  to  be  brought  to  confeftlon, 
and  remained  with  the  fecret  in  my 
tormented  bread:.  My  fever  declined 
as  rapidly  as  it  had  rifen,  and  I  was 
determined  on  leaving  Vienna  imme¬ 
diately  ;  and  though  my  father  wi fired 
me  to  delay  my  journey  for  a  fhort 
time,  I  would  not  be  thwarted  in  my 
purpofe. 

Before  I  left  Vienna,  however,  I 
wrote,  under  the  name’-which  I  had 

formerly 
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formerly  affumed,  to  the  minifter  who 
had  buried  poor  Jofephine. — “  I  have 
been  guilty  of  a  mod  ferious  crime/’  I 
faid ;  “  it  preifes  on  my  heart,  ft  HI 
more  heavily  on  my  confidence.  I 
abhor  myfelf — vou  muft  abhor  me  : 
and  Heaven  will,  I  fear,  fcowl  on  me 
for  it.  Man  feels  no  compunftion  for 
little  vices ;  he  rarely  becomes  a  peni¬ 
tent  till  his  deeds  have  been  mon- 
ftrous.  I  entreat  your- forgivenefs, 
good  and  holy  man  !  Take  care  of 
the  child  of  my  poor  Jofephine ;  I 
will  provide  for  her  mother,  and  for 
her  infant ;  and  in  the  name  of  mercy, 
of  charity,  I  entreat  your  pardon  1” 

i  3 


I  wrote 
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I  wrote  in  the  fulnefs  of  my  heart, 
with  an  agitated  hand,  and  with  watery 
eyes.  The  "anfwer  of  the  virtuous 
pallor  I  need  not  repeat  :  he  promifed 
to  be  the  agent  in  the  bufmefs,  and  to 
apply  my  remittances ;  but  allured 
me  that,  if  the  widow  were  not  afllided, 
and  his  pecuniary  means  were  not 
much  confined,  neither  the  old 
woman  nor  the  child  fliould  fubfift 
on  the  bounty  of  Jofephine’s  be¬ 
trayer.. 

My  journey  to  Venice  could  not 
dilburthen  my  mind  of  its  melancholy; 
all  the  fenfibiiities  which  Nature  had 
implanted  in  me,  were  in  a&ivity  ;  and 
reafon,  for  the  hr  ft  time,  appeared  to 

be 
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be  breaking  through  the  cluttering 
levities  of  youth  and  intemperance.  I 
(hewed  my  mind  to  my  tutor,  and  told 
him  the  fecret  that  had  long  oppreffed 
me. 

%  , 

u  You  think  too  ferioufly  of  this 
affair,*5  he  replied  3  cs  while  we  lament 
the  effects  of  our  actions,  if  we  turn 
our  eyes  towards  Nature,  in  her  (hall 
we  difcover  the  compulfive  fource  of 
them.  Thofe  principles,  or  inftindts, 
which  are  known  by  the  appellations 
of  virtue  and  vice,  are  confequences 
refulting  from  the  different  fprings  of 
our  pafiions  :  and  I  hold  it  to  be 
equally  reafonable  that  a  watch  fhoulch 
(top  after  repleted  motion  had  been 


1  4 


given 


I  y 6  LEOPOLD  WARN D OR  F. 

f  •  ■  f 

given  to  its  wheels,  as  that  a  man 

Vp'  | 

fliould  check  the  impulfes  by  which* 
at  the  very  time  of  his  formation,  the 
(beret  artificer  intended  he  fhould  be 
ever  thereafter  actuated  and  biafed.. 
Seduction  is  a  chimera  :  I  affirm  it 
to  be  impoffible  that  even  an  idiot 
ihouid  be  feduced.  Cohabitation  is 
the  mere  blending  together  of  two 
wills  ;  and  if  there  is  a  mutual  acqui- 
efcence,  how  can  a  fmgle  charge  be 
afterwards,  made  or  fupported  ?  — . 
Woman  repines  not  at  the  adt,  but 
(lie  knows  the  prejudices  and  hypo- 
crifies  of  fociety  ;  to  keep  herfelf  above 
the  waves  of  contempt,  (he  therefore 

,  j 

puts  on  the  cuftomary  garb  of  peni¬ 
tence,  which,  by  the  bye,  is  nearly 

threadbare  ; 
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threadbare ;  and  turns  her  aceufations 
againfl  him  who  only  participated  in, 
and  acceded  to  a  joint  proportion  and 
correfponding  inflindt/’ 

Youth  is  credulous  :  I  liftened  to 
the  voice  of  a  man  whom  many  had 
called  a  philosopher ;  and  though  I 
did  not  immediately  feel  the  force  of 
his  obfervations  and  fentiments,  yet  a 
repetition  of  them,  and  a  continuation 
of  his  theories  afterwards  firangled 
the  monfler  Confcience  ;  and,  expel*- 
iing  the  gloomy  ideas  of  my  mind,  I 
again  began  to  feek  for  the  pleafures 
of  the  world. 
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Still  there  were  moments  in  which 
I  pitied  poor  Jofephine,  and  mourn¬ 
fully  reflected  on  her  premature 
death  ;  my  tutor,  however,  told  me 
that  it  was  weak  and  abfurd  to  wrap 
the  heart  up  in  borrow,  and  voluntarily 
to  cloud  the  intellectual  brightnefs  for 
a  common  ftate  of  mortality,  to  which 
1  might  myfelf  be  reduced  before  the 
re -appearance  of  the  fun.  I  fell  into 
the  hands  of  a  pernicious,  diffembling 
villain,  and  my  progrefs  in  vice  you 
are  well  acquainted  with  :  my  follies 
my  connections  are  known  to  you  , 
my  heart  would  ficken  at  a  repetition 
of  them. 
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An 


LEOPOLD  WARNDORF,  1 79 

An  annual  fum  has,  till  within  four 
years  paft,  been  paid  to  the  mother  of 
Jofephine ;  the  laft  tender,  however, 
was  rejected,  though  I  have  never  en¬ 
quired  into  the  caufe  of  it.  It  was 
not  till  lately  that  1  difcovered  any 
beauty  in  virtue ;  and  my  fandals  are 
yet  covered  with  duft  collected  in  the 
road  of  vice.  I  fhould  fuppofe  that 
theRedlorand  the  mother  of  Jofephine 
have  ere  now  retired  to  a  happier 
world.  My  fon  I  never  faw  ;  his  fete 
I  nevej  had  the  humanity  to  enquire 
into,  and  fcarcely  have  I  thought  of 
him. 

Dear  Stendal,  learn  the  Situation  of 
the  poor  lad,  and  apprize  me  ot  it. 

1  6  What 
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What  if  he  has  been  reared  in  igno¬ 
rance  ?  The  event  was  adventitious, 
and  he  is  not  lefs  entitled  to  kindnefs 
and  fupport.  I  would  do  fomething 
for  the  fon  of  the  fweet  Jofephine  ; 
find  him  out  ;  tell  him  his  father 
wiflies  for,  and  will  promote  his  pro- 
fperity ;  and  alfo  that  a  fufficient  fum 
of  money  fhall  be  advanced  for  that 
purpofe,  and  be  at  his  entire  direction. 

I  beg  you  not  to  mention  my  name  y 
you  may,  however,  date  my  quality, 
and  acknowledge  that,  the  character  I 
paired  upon  his  mother  and  the  hu¬ 
mane  ReCtor  was  fictitious.  Yet,  on 

*  •  t 

reflection,  I  fee  not  the  neceflity  of  this 
confeffion ;  but  do  as  you  like,  and 

think 
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think  proper.  The  boy  is  doubtlefs 
ignorant,  has  been  inured  to  labour; 
and,  as  agriculture  has  probably  been 
his  employ,  I  will  purchafe  for  him 
a  farm,  and  at  fome  future  period  cad 
my  eye  upon  the  cultivator  and  pror 
duce  of  it. 


Ah  Stendal  !  I  can  never  do  juftice 
on  earth.  My  eyes  are  open  to  the 

worthinefs  of  Chriftiana  ;  but  they  are 

/ 

not  fnut  upon  Ifabella  and  her 
daughter. 

Altenburg . 


Count 
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Count  Stendal  to  the  Baron 4 
THE  Redor  is  ftill  living,  and 

V.  O' 

every  foul  in  the  village  rejoices  at  the 
prolonged  exigence  of  fuch  an  excel¬ 
lent  being.  The  afhes  of  Jofephine. 
and  her  mother  repofe  together ;  four 
years  have  paifed  by  flnce  the  latter 
entered  the  grave,  over  which  (lie  had 
long  bent  with  an  aching  heart,  and 
with  an  eye  of  borrow ;  the  ruftics 
fpeak  compaflionately,  affedionately, 
of  them  both.  Your  aflumed  name  is 
ilill  remembered,  ftill  execrated  I 
You  know  my  love  of  truth  ;  I  flatter 
not— I  tell  no  lies! 

I  have 
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I  have  feen  your  fon.  The  village 
is  very  fmall,  and  thinly  inhabited.  I 
fought  for  your  boy  among  the  cot¬ 
tagers  ;  and  feeing  a  healthy  lad  fol¬ 
lowing  a  plough,  I  afked  him  whether 
he  was  the  fon  of  Jofephine. 

“  No,”  he  anfwered j  “  I  wifh  I 
we  re.” 

“  Do  you  know  him  ?” 

<c  Oh  yes,  very  well.” 

cc  Has  he  left  the  village  ?  Is  he  ftill 
living  ?  Can  you,  young  man,  diredt 
me  to  him  ?” 

“  Enquire  of  thofe  who  are  coming 
acrofs  yon  meadow,”  faid  the  labourer, 
abruptly  leaving  me.  , 


I  looked 


184  LEOPOLD  WARNDORF. 

I  looked  towards  the  place  to  which 
he  had  pointed,  and  faw  an  aged  man 

leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  tail  and  ele- 

0 

gantly  formed  youth.  Concluding 
that  the  ruflichad  piqued  himfelf  on 
his  cunning,  and  wi fried  to  lead  me 
into  an  embarraffing  fituation,  I  did 
not  intend  to  trouble  the  (hangers  with 
an  enquiry  concerning  a  perfon  whofe 
infignificance  I  thought  had  doubtlefs 
kept  him  from  their  notice. 

4 

But  as  I  approached  nearer,  in  the 
elder  of  them  I  beheld  a  venerable 

Clergyman,  and.-  in  the  younger  I 

% 

fancied  that  I  faw  Baron  Altenburg 
ilepping  back  to  the  age  of  twenty, 
and  affuming  a  form  and  countenance 


more 
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more  graceful,  more  imprefliye  than 
they  had  actually  been  at  that  period 
of  his  life. 

* 

This  was  your  foil— the  fon  of 
Jofephine — the  felon  that  you  planted, 
but  which  you  negleded  to  fofter.  I 
knew  him  inflantiy ;  aftonifh  merit 
poffeffed  me  for  a  moment  >  but  I  was 
immediately  after  afFeded  as  much 
as  if  the  youth  was  my  own  dis¬ 
carded  fon. 

I  was  determined  to  fpeak  to  him, 
though  I  fcarcely  knew  in  what  man¬ 
ner.  Their  flow  approach,  and  my 
own  tardinefs,  enabled'  me  to  collect 
my  ideas :  {till,  when  I  came  clofe  to 

■  4  ' 
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them,  your  boy  call  upon  my  face  a 
pair  of  eyes  fo  exquifitely  bright, 
beautiful,  and  expreffive,  that  I  even 
feared  to  name  to  him  the  feducer 
of  his  mother  — I  could  not  then  do 
it.  I  buffered  him  to  pafs,  flrove  to* 
follow,  but  was  unable  s  and  there¬ 
fore  the  opportunity  of  executing  my 
commiflion  entirely  failed. 

To-morrow,  however,  I  will  fee 
and  converfe  with  him ;  and  after  my 
interview,  will  write  to  you  again.  The 
youth  is  handfome  ;  and  though  I 
did  not  hear  him  fpeak,  I  dare  affirm 
that  he  is  wife.  The  locality  of  the 
brain  does  not  prevent  it  from  ex¬ 
tending  its  influence  over  the  coun¬ 
tenance,. 
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tenance,  which  is  often  infinitely  more 
eloquent  than  the  tongue,  the  volu¬ 
bility  of  the  latter  being  frequently 
poor,  compared  with  the  lightnings  of 
the  former. 

Oh  that  my  little  ones  may  one  day 
be  fuch  as  your  boy  now  is  1  And 
would  to  God,  Altenburg,  you  could 
be  as  happy  a  father  as  lam!  I  (hall 
write  to  you  to-morrow,  and  I  doubt  „ 
not  but  that  my  letter  will  be  earneftiy 
looked  for. 

S  tended* 


Baron 
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Baron  Altenburg  to  Count  Stendal, 

HAVE  you  feen  my  boy  again  ? 

Have  you  fpoken  to  him  ?  Does  his 

mind  accord  with  the  beauty  of  his 

perfon.  ?  and  is  lie- — - — 

► 

^  Oh  Stendal !  how  unjuft  have  been 
my  actions — how  reprehenfible  my^ 
conduct !  Your  letter  has  greatly  agi¬ 
tated  rue- — pleafed,  pained,  delighted, 
and  diftrefted  me. — “  What  ails  my 
Altenburg  ?”  fays  my  wife,  while  lean¬ 
ing  on  my  fhoulder. 

Nothing,”  I  reply  ;  “  nothings 
fweet  Chriftiana !” 

ic  Nothing  t 
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5C  Nothing? — Ah  now  you  are  de¬ 
ceitful  !  Why  did  you  ftart  on  read¬ 
ing  that  letter  ?  why  fall  back  in  your 
chair  ?  why  laugh  ?  why,  aim  oft  in 
the  fame  moment,  fuffer  thofe  tears  to 
flow  into  your  eyes  ? — and  all  this  is 
nothing!  Ah  Altenburg  !  I  will  not 
drive  to  rob  you  of  your  fecrets,  but 
J  I  entreat  you  to  be  more  careful  in  the 
government  of  yourfelf 

Dear  Stendal !  I  cannot  make  my 
*wife  acquainted  with  this  laft  difco- 
very.  My  prefent  confequence  is  all 
derived  from  her  ;  love,  delicacy,  and 
gratitude  therefore  ought  to  be  ever 
diredled  towards  her.  She  has  par¬ 
doned  many  of  my  errors ;  and  her 

affe&ion 


\ 


igO  LEOPOLD  WARNDORF. 

affedlion  has  made  her  blind  to  many 
of  my  ferious  faults. 

Yet  my  boy  (hall  be  no  longer  neg~ 
!e<ded.  My  fortune  is  vety  great: 
fhould  my  wife  bring  me  any  children, 
noble  provilion  (hall  be  made  for 
them  j  but  my  newly*  difcovered  (on 
fhall  be  independent,  and  Ifabella  and 
my  Augufta — Ah  perverfe  women  ! 
why  do  you  torture  me  by  your 
feciufion  ? 

I  could  aimed  quarrel  with  you, 
C^unt,  for  differing  your  fenfibility  to 
mader  you  when  you  ought  to  have 
redded  it ;  and  Vet  your  weaknefs 
certainly  arofe  from  the  mod  amiable 

propenfity. 
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/propenfity,  May  the  God,  whom  the 
good  minifter  fo  righteoudy  ferve?., 
fhower  millions  of  bleffings  on  his 
aged  head,  for  the  care  he  has  bellowed 

on  the  fon  of  Jofephine  and  A!  ten  burg  1 

\ 

Write  to  ine  inflantly,dear  Stendal $ 
you  may  believe  that  I  am  impatient, 
but  cannot  tell  how  much  fo.  Take 
my  boy  to  your  heart— prefs  him  to 
.  it  flrongly  >  allure  him  that — 
Chriftiana  is  coming  towards  my 
room ;  I  cannot  repul fe  her  ;  (he  is 
too  good,  too  gentle,  and  too  excel- 
lent  y  and  die  mull  not  fee  this  paper, 
hit  re  w  el ! 

Altenburg . 


Count 
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Count  St  ended  to  the  Baron * 

i  -  *  ,  ;  • 

THE  generality  of  men  are  nearly 
alike  in  their  confirmation  5  Nature 
does  not  often  evince  any  extraordi- 
nary  partialities,  though  every  vain 
creature  of  her  hands  fancies  that  thofe 
partialities  are  actually  to  be  found  in 
himfelf.  Sometimes,  however,  wc 
difeover  fome  things  which  referable 
peculiar  kindnefTes  in  the  univerfal 
goddefs  j  we  fee,  or  fancy  we  fee,  them 
even  in  infancy,  trace  them  more 
flrongly  in  ripening  youth,  and  find  a 
full  confirmation  of  them  in  the  melio¬ 
rated  ftate  of  man. 


This 
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This  trite  remark  has  been  drawn 
from  me  by  the  qualities  of  your  natu¬ 
ral  Ion,  which  appear  to  me  of  the 
higheft  order.  His  education,  I  con¬ 
ceive,  not  to  have  been  a  mean  one  ; 
he  has  a  fuperior  mind  and  an  excel¬ 
lent  heart,  though  you  may  prefen tly 
be  ready  to  affirm  the  contrary;  fen- 
fibility  feems  to  prefide  over  his  foul, 
and  I  perceive  that  he  is  fometimes 
guided  by  enthufiafm. 

,  V  \ 

I  have  before  fpoken  of  his  form 
and  features ;  from  his  ftatue  a  fculp- 
tor  might  catch  a  graceful  Apollo,  and 
his  face  would  fupply  exquifite  mate¬ 
rials  for  an  Adonis. 

vol.  i.  k  Blaming 
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Blaming  my felf  for  my  irrefolution 
on  the  appearance  of  the  minifter  and 
his  young  friend,  immediately  after 
breakfaft  on  the  following  morning,  I 
went  towards  the  Redfor’s  houfe,  with 
the  intention  of  introducing  myfelf  in 
the  bed  poilible  manner  to  the  vene¬ 
rable  old  man.  But  in  a  meadow 
through  which  I  had  to  pafs,  and 
fitting  on  a  hillock,  I  faw  your  fon 
earneftly,  and  with  apparent  pleafure, 
pending  a  book  ;  and  he  being  the 
more  immediate  objedt:  of  my  in¬ 
tended  v ifit,  I  made  towards  him,  in- 
dead  of  feeking  his  difinterefted  guar¬ 
dian. 

'  The 


t 
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The  ufe  of  language  was  at  that 
time  fcarcely  remembered  by  me,  and 
the  mann  r  of  combining  words  ab- 
folutely  appeared  a  difficulty.  The 
idea  of  broiling  honour,  and  wounding 
fenfibility,  as  well  as  that  of  pleading 
the  caufe  of  diffimulation  and  cruelty 
(I  have  written  the  words,  Altenburg), 
nearly  again  fruftrated  my  defign. 

His  eyes  are  almoft  magical ;  there 
is,  not  to  fpeak  poetically,  fire  in  the 
centre  of  each  ball,  generally  beauti¬ 
fully  fparkling,  but  lometimes  kin¬ 
dling  into  the  brighteft  flame.  I  ad¬ 
vanced  Hill  nearer  to  him,  when  he 
looked  up  to  me,  and  on  my  bowing, 
role  from  the  ground,  and  returned 

k  2  my 


ig6  LEOPOLD  WARNDORF. 

mv  falutation  with  eafe  and  graceful- 
nefs.  I  entreated  him  to  pardon  a 
ft  ranger  for  abruptly  difturbing  his 
mental  repaft,  and  that  he  would  net 
accufe  me  with  impertinence  if  I  begged 
to  know  his  name. 

With  fome  little  appearance  of  fur- 
pri  e,  but  without  any  intimidation  or 
embarraffment,  he  immediately  an- 
fwered,  “  Leopold  Warndorf.” 

“So  I  had  conjedured,”  I  faid  ; 
“  and  you  are  the  perfon  for  whom  I 
was  feeking.” 

“  For  whom  you  were  feeking  ?” 

“  Yes.  Will  you  allow  me  a  few 
minutes’  convention  with  you  ?” 

i 

i  • 
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u  Readily,  Sir,' ’  he  anfvvered ; 
f<  will  you  go  with  me  into  the  houfe 
yonder 

<s  With  your  permiilion,”  I  faid, 
“  I  will  (peak'  to  you  here ;  for  the 
prefent  fummer  has  not  given  us  a 
finer  day,  and  I  am  loth  to  lofe  an 
hour  of  it.  My  motive  for  now  ap¬ 
pearing  before  you  is  an  important, 
but  a  painful  one.  I  have  perufed 
your  face,  young  gentleman,  and 
formed  a  mod  valuable  opinion  of 
your  heart ; — but  to  that  heart,  what 
I  am  about  to  fay  will,  I  fear,  give  a 
fevere,  though  not  a  mortal  wound.” 

<c  You  alarm  me  !”  he  cried  ; — “  I 
guefs  at  it  :  you  bring  me  ill  news, 
perhaps  fatal  news  of  my  friend 

k  3  Charles  ! 
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Charles!  His  iron-hearted  parent  has 
probably  carried  his  rage  and  malice 
to'  their  extremities,  torn  him  from 
Elizabeth  —  impri  Toned,  murdered 

* 

him  !  Heaven  !  fpeak  your  errand 
quickly,  Sir ;  for  you  have  made  me 
all  anxiety.” 

Had  you  heard  the  varied  tones  in 
which  thefe  words  were  fpoken,  the 
chords  of  your  heart  would  have 
thrilled  as  mine  did,  though  Charles, 
his  parent,  and  Elizabeth  were  (Iran- 
gers  to  you.  If  this  youth  can  feel  fo 
exquiiitely  in  the  caufe  of  a  friend. 
Oh  how  would  he  have  repaid  the 
love  and  tendernefs  of  a  father  ! 


As 
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t  As  tilts  thought  was  pading  in  my 
mind,  he  caught  hold  of  my  arm,  and 
looked  impatiently  in  my  face. 

i(  You  are  agitated,”  I  faid  j  “be 
compofed,  for  I  do  not  come  from  the 
perfon  of  whom  you  fpeak — he  is  to¬ 
tally  unknown  to  me.  I  am  deputed 
to  add  refs  you  by - ” 

“  By  whom  ?”  he  enquired  eagerly. 

“  One  who  has  much  injured  you, 
and  is  anxious  to  make  reparation  ; 
one  who  is  flung  by  the  recollection  of 
his  paft  errors,  who  loved  your  mo¬ 
ther — who  faid  to  me,  “  Go  to  the  fon 
of  Jofephine,  and  bring  him  with  you. 
to  the  arms  of  his  father.” 

k  4- 
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Leopold  fn  rank  from  me  ;  he  ap¬ 
peared  to  be  falling  to  the  earth,  and  I 
clafped  his  body  to  fave  him  from 
doing  fo.  Almoft  immediately,  how¬ 
ever,  he  recovered  his  ftrength  j  but 
he  looked  with  a  ccnfiderable  degree 
of  wildnefs  on  me. 

.  ^ 

“  And  you  are  the  friend  of  my  fa- 
ther  r”  he  cried  :  “  he  lives,  and  you 
are  his  friend  ?” 

<c  He  lives,  and  I  am  his  true,  his 
confidential  friend,  and  have  been 
fuch  many  years.5 * 

“  Then  your  countenance  has  greatly 
deceived  me.  We  may  look  on  cor¬ 
ruption,  and  pafs  untainted ;  but  if 

we  become  familiar  with  it,  vve  muft 

neceffarily 
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neceflarily  be  infected  by  the  putrid 
juices.  The  man  to  whom  you  allude, 
has  been  twenty  years  a  villain  ;  and 
if  you  have  known  him  fo  long,  you 
ought,  Sir,  to  have  forgotten  him 
fooner.” 

44  You  are  fevere!”  I  cried  :  a  your 
father,  indeed,  has  been  unjuft — ” 

i 

44  Unjuft !— artful,  cruel,  and  de¬ 
fining  !” 

44  But  he  repents  fincerely.  He 
has  never  feen  you  ;  his  arms,  how¬ 
ever,  will  take  you  in,  his  breaft  che- 
rifh  you,  and  his  fortune  enable  you 
to  execute  any  plan  which  you  may 
form  for  your  eftablifhment  in  life. 
Go  with  me  :  I  muft  convey  to  him 

k  5  fome 


\ 
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fome  token  of  his  former  love  for 
Josephine.” 

tc  Love  ! — Sir,  you  fhould  have  fa  id 
3 uft.  Carry  fome  token  to  him  i 
Why  then,  go  to  the  church-yard  yon¬ 
der  ;  you  will  fee  my  mother’s  grave 
near  the  weft  angle  of  the  edifice  ;  at 
the  head  of  it  is  a  ftone,  on  which  is 
cut  her  name,  her  age-— eighteen 
years !  Dig  up  the  earth  ;  you  may 
find  a  piece  of  rotten  plank,  a  rem¬ 
nant  of  the  fhroud  in  which  fhe  was 
buried,  a  bone  i — carry  thefe  to  him — 
Oh  they  will  be  fit  remembrancers  1” 

<c  You  talk  wildly,”  I  cried  ;  “  you 

have  too  much  fenfibility — indeed  you 

✓ 

have.  You  may  obtain  happinefs  if 
you  are  willing  to  ftretch  out  your 
ft  arm 


\ 
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arm  for  it.  You  will  hereafter  love 
your  father;  you  will  be  ever  che- 
rifhed  by  his  affedl ions.’ * 

v 

<c  And  if  I  wrere  to  go  to  him — and 
if  he  were  to  fmile  on  me,  which  I  can¬ 
not  wifn  for,,  would  not  every  grofs, 
tongue  be  ready  to  exclaim,  c  How 
kind  he  is  to  the  baltard  !’ — I  knew 
not  till  now  that  I  had  a  father.. 
Leave  me,  Sir ;  Oh  you  have  inter-* 
rupted  my  tranquillity  !” 

My  heart  melted ;  he  burft  into^ 
tears ;  but  in  a  minute,  with  indigna¬ 
tion,  he  wiped  them  away. 

“  I  can  liften  to  you  no  longer,. 
Sir/’  he  cried ;  “  and  I  mud  not  be 

k,  6  rendered; 


£04  LEOPOLD  WARNDORF* 

rendered  contemptible  by  my  weak- 
nefs.  But  perhaps  I  have — I  hope 
not — I  thought  not  of  it  before — per- 
haps  I  have  been  talking  vtith  the 
actual  feducer  of  Jofephine  ?” 

6<  No,  by  Heaven  1”  I  exclaimed  ; 
«  but  if  you  were  my  fon,  1  fhould 
with  pride  acknowledge  you.” — He 
bowed. — “  Your  father,”  I  continued, 
«  will  do  the  fame  j  and  the  preju¬ 
dices  of  fociety  you  will  loon  disre¬ 
gard.  The  levities  of  my  friend  are 
gone  over,  and  virtue  and  honour  are 

O  J 

now  ftationed  in  his  heart.  He  is  a 

-  man  of  birth,  of  rank- - ” 

“  Of  birth,  of  rank  1” 


"  Yes. 
* 
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cc  Yes,  he  has  a  long  line  of  ances¬ 
tors,  a  high  Station  in  the  world,  and 
his  name  is - 

“  Good  day  to  you l”  he  Said,  ab¬ 
ruptly  leaving  me. 


He  would  not  be  recalled,  but  ran 
into  the  houfe,  leaving  me  furprifed 
and  embarrafled,  perhaps  a  little  of¬ 
fended.  I  went  back  with  difippoint- 
ment,  ruminated  all  the  day  and  half 
the  night  on  the  Singularity  of  your 
Son’s  conduct ;  and  this  morning  re¬ 
ceived  from  him  a  note  which  I  now 
tranScribe. 


u  Secluded 
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“  Secluded  as  I  have  been,  retired 
as  I  have  lived,  and  little  as  I  know 
of  the  world,  Hill  I  am  not  altogether 
ignorant  of  the  forms  of  fociety.  I  am 
awkward  in  apology,  for  the  language 
of  fafhion  is  not  much  known  by  me; 
but  I  entreat  Count  Stendal,  for  fuch 
I  have  difeovered  is  the  gentleman, 
who  took  the  pains  of  converting  with 
me  yefterday,  to  pardon  me  for  fome 
ha rlli  perfonal  reflections  which  I  re¬ 
collect  I  then  buffered  to  pafs  from  me. 
The  abruptnefs  of  the  interview,  the 
aftonifliment  that  feized  me,  and  the 
pangs  of  my  heart,  made  me  almoft 
frantic.  My  fentiments,  in  regard  to 
your  character,  are  foftened,  are 

changed  ;  but  the  deftroyer  of  my 

• 

mothex; 
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mother  mud  ever  be  abhorred  by  me. 
If  you  refpeft  the  peace  of  the  human 
mind,  if  the  happinefs  of  a  fellow- 
creature  be  dear  to  you,  attempt  not 
to  fee  me  again  :  and  I  conjure  you, 
by  every  thing  that  is  holy,  never,  by 
words  or  writing,-  endeavour  to  make 
the  name  of  my  father  known  to  me, 
for  I  know  not  what  mypaflions  might 
induce  me  to  aft.  Convey  to  him,  my 
Lord,  the  inclofed  letter  and  forgive 
the  pad  rudenefs  of 

“  Leopold  Warndorf” 


Thus  you  fee,  Altenburg,  ends  my 
embaffy,  I  (hall  offer  no  additional 

refleftions 
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reflexions  of  my  own,  no  advice  ;  you 
muft  hereafter  determine  for  yourfelf, 
and  as  you  may  think  proper.  Leo¬ 
pold  is  an  uncommon  character ;  and 
I  have  written,  without  remark  or 
comment,  the  very  words  which  were 
fpoken  by  him. 

The  old  ReXor  is,  I  hear,  confined 
to  his  chamber,  and  his  grateful  boy 
tenderly  Toothing  the  infirmities  of  age. 
I  am  obliged  to  go  from  hence  to¬ 
morrow  ;  and  were  my  continuance 
here  to  be  prolonged,  I  do  not  think 
I  fhould  venture  to  fpeak  to  your  fon 
again.  But  I  fhall  never  forget  him  ! 
If  I  condemn  a  part  of  him,  my  admi¬ 
ration  will  be  infufficient  for  the  other 

part. 


p 
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part.— Adieu  !  I  feel  moft  fenfibly  for 
you,  my  dear  Altenburg. 

S  tended. 


To  the  Perjhn  who  twenty  Years  ago 
a  if  timed  the  Name  of  Rojioch . 

I  HAVE  requefted  Count  Stendal 
to  convey  this  letter  to  you— -to  you, 
who,  aided  by  the  laws  of  Nature, 
brought  me  into  exigence  :  thofe  laws 
demand  that,  in  fpeaking  of  you,  I 
fhould  call  you  by  the  name  of  father 
—a  name  which  has  often  thrilled  me 
when  I  heard  it  come  from  the  poo  re  (I 
peafant,  from  the  ignorant  who  knew 
not  the  meaning  of  a  hundred  dift* 

ferent 
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ferent  words  ;  but  in  pronouncing  it 
myfelf,  it  {tabs  my  heart,  comprefles 
the  piuTage  of  my  throat,  and  convey! 
a  frightful  (bund  to  my  ears. 

Can  1  for  a  moment  think  you  were 
furious  in  deputing  the  Count  to  bring 
me  before  you  ;  or  that,  after  your 
heart  has  been  for  fo  long  a  period  in- 
cafed  with  ice,  the  flranger  fun-beams 
of  humanity  fhould  thaw  any  of  its 
frozen  fprings  ?  I  will  not  believe  it. 

Suppofe  I  admit  the  inclination, 
and  rejeft  the  impulfe  ?  Thus  then,  I 
account  for  it. 


\ 
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In  an  hour  of  mirth,  when  the  feel¬ 
ings  of  no  individual  were  regarded  by 
you— when  the  prurient  fenfations  of 
your  own  heart  made  you  indifferent 
to  the  aches  and  contortions  ofothers — 
when  your  goblet  fparkled  to  the  eye, 
and  the  fumes  of  your  potent  libations 
were  mounting,  and  creating  a  wild 
revelry  in  the  brain — when,  perhaps, 
a  group  of  noify  Bacchanals  laughed 
around  you,  you  thus  addreffed  the 
Count  : — 

“  When  you  pafs  through  the  vil¬ 
lage  you  have  jufi:  mentioned,  and 
which  I  had  almoft  forgotten,  enquire 
for  a  boy  of  the  name  of  Warndorf. 
Nearly  twenty  years  ago,  I  gained  the 

heart 
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heart  of  a  poor  country  girl,  who,  I 
believe,  within  a  twelvemonth  died, 
leaving  behind  her  this  male  Mallard. 
Nay,  do  not  laugh  fo  loud,  gentle¬ 
men,  for  there  is  nothing  uncommon 
in  it ;  though  1  confefs  all  thefe  things 
are  a  little  whimfical.  If  the  cub  be 
living,  Count,  I  will  humanize  him  , 
and  if  the  feal  of  ftupidity  be  not  too 
fatally  preiTed  upon  his  brains,  he  (hall 
have  the  management  of  my  hounds, 
and  perhaps  fometimes  take  the  end  of 
my  table.” 

V  I 

Nature!  Nature!  Nature  !-god- 
defs  bounteous  and  beautiful  !  Were 
I  to  live  a  thoufand  years,  my  fir  ft 
debts  of  gratitude  could  never  be  paid. 

Thou 
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Thou  fa  weft  me  helplefs  and  aban¬ 
doned,  left  by  a  dead  mother,  and 
forfaken  by  an  unnatural  father  !  but 


'thy  animating  and  infpiring  breath 
came  upon  me  from  the  woodlands 
and  foreft  haunts  ;  thou  gaveft  a 
vigour  to  my  body,  and  a  fpirit  to  my 


foul ;  one  of  which  affliction  has  never 

f 

aimed  at— the  other,  exquifite  gift  ! 
has  been  often  fubdued  by  the  wrongs 
of  my  loft  parent,  but  never  (hall  be 
affected  by  the  hypocrify  and  cruelty 
of  my  living  one. 


V 

My  Lord,  I  am  not  for  your  pur- 
pofe.  You  murdered  Jofephine,  and 
I  will  avoid  you  with  the  greateft  cau¬ 
tion.  Your  name,  your  actual  qua- 
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lity,  and  your  fortune  are  alike  un¬ 
known  to  me,  and  may  they  be  fo  for 
ever  !  You  deceived  my  mother  with 
a  lie — a  complicated,  defpicable  lie  ! 
and  Leopold  will  be  ever  wary  of  your 
artifices. 

You  told  her  you  would  marry  her ; 
you  told  her  you  were  a  merchant. 
Thinking  you  might  ftill  probably  be 
fuch,  fometimes  in  an  evening,  when 
the  grave  of  Jofephine  was  beneath  my 
eye,  a  ftorm  has  rifen,  clouds  have 
collected,  winds  roared,  and  lightnings 
darted  athwart  the  dreadful  face  of 
heaven  :  I  have  gone  home,  flighted 
my  food  and  my  bed,  and  alone  in  my 
chamber  heard  die  increafing  roar  of 

the 
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the  elements.  It  has  filled  me  with  a 
fenfation  of  pieafure :  what  ftruck 
others  with  a  panic,  gave  a  warmth  to 
my  foul  ;  and  while  each  fhuddering 
individual  has  thought  only  of  his  foil- 
tary  felf,  I  have  been  almoft  uncon- 
fcious  of  my  own  exi (fence,  and  filled 
with  the  idea  of  my  father. 

“  His  (hips,  the  great  eft  part  of  his 
treafures  may,”  I  have  faicl,  “  be  toil¬ 
ing  amid  the  hollows  of  the  frighted 
fea  ;  the  huge  ’waves  fvveep  away  the 
cables  and  the  anchors  ;  the  blafts  tear 
the  ihrouds,  and  fnap  the  cordage ; 
the  crew  fink  into  defpair,  and  the 
black  horrors  of  furrounding  rocks 
frown  upon  their  terror-ftricken  eyes. 

He 
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He  is  among  them  !  he  is  the  faddefl;  of 
the  fad  ! — Retributive  Providence  !  let 
his  veffe-ls  divide,  and  his  riches  fink  to 
the  unfearchable  bottom  of  the  ocean  1 
Drench  him  in  the  billows ;  carry 
him,  fhuddering,  half  way  down  to 
death  and,  darknefs,  and  raife  him, 
hopelefs  of  life,  on  the  higheft  waves ! 
Fill  him  with  fears,  and  plunge  him 
in  a  thoufand  horrors ;  but  fpare  his 
wretched  life,  that  he  may  hereafter 
have  calm  hours  for  repentance  and 
contrition  !” 

✓ 

Was  this  language  unnatural  ? 
Think  from  whom  it  proceeded ; 
think  alfo  of  your  former  actions  : 
refleft  on  the  ftrength  of  many  of  the 

pa/lions 
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painons  which  Nature  gives  to  us,  and 
of  the  peculiar  circum  fiances  on  which 
I  had  to  ruminate.  I  am  not  inhu¬ 
man  ;  mine  is  not  a  favage  heart.  All 
God’s  creatures  are  dear  to  me,  except 
my  father  and  thole  whom  vice  dif- 
tingui  flies. 

'  * 

My  hiftory  is  a  Ihort  one.— After 
my  mother  was  buried,  I  became  the 
care  of  her  poor,  old,  heart-broken 
parent,  who  paffed  her  hours  in  fi go¬ 
ing  for  her  dear  Jofephine,  and  in 
fobbing  and  weeping  over  her  infant’s 

«r  J 

cradle.  I  afterwards  had  the  bread  of 

/ 

a  healthful  nurfe  to  cling  to  and  thrive 
upon  ;  and  I  did  thrive.  The  firfl 
things  which  I  remember  are  the  irniles 
vol.  i.  b  and 


I 
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and  the  kindnefs  of  the  Clergyman 
of  the  parifh,  who  was  the  godfather 
of  my  injured  mother ;  and  my  tongue 
cannot  exprefs  what  he  has  fince  been 
to  me.  God  will  give  him  his  ulti¬ 
mate  reward. 

He  educated  and  made  me  what  I 
am  ;  he  has  taught  me  how  to  bd 
happy 5  and  his  examples  ever  coincide 
with  his  precepts.  When  he  dies, and 
the  melancholy  day  is,  I  fear,  very 
near,  I  (hall  po fiefs  his  little  property; 
it  will  be  enough  for  a  good  and  vir¬ 
tuous  man ;  and  v  hen  I  caft  away  that 

\  '  . 

charader,  may  the  insufficiency  drive 
me  even  to  the  den  of  wretchednefs 
and  famine  ! 


I  was 
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I  was  at  an  early  age  informed  of 
the  circumftances  of  my  birth,  and 
they  no  longer  make  me  biufh.  The 
mother  of  Jofephine  was  for  a  long 
period  fupported  by  the  feducer,  the 
murderer  of  her  daughter  ;  affliction 
lay  upon  her  for  fifteen  years,  and 
during  the  lad  five  of  her  exi (fence 
floe  never  left  her  bed.  Miferable 
creature  !  who  brought  thee  to  this 
date  of  wretchednefs  ?  Had  die  not 

•n  - 

accepted  your  money,  (lie  mu  it  have 
perifhed  in  want. 

But  after  her  death,  and  when  the 
next  fccret  payment  was  tendered,  Oh 
I  was  bhfphemous !— God  pardon  me 
for  it  !  I  thought  I  could  have 

l  2  trampled 
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trampled  on  my  father’s  heart,  as  I  did 
on  his  proffered  gold.  He  could  provide 
provinder  for  his  horfe,  could  chaftife 
his  groom  for  not  giving  it  good  at¬ 
tendance,  could  admire,  and  almoft 
love  it;  but  he  thought  it  enough  to 
offer  his  fon  bread  ;  his  happinefs,  his 
education,  his  morals  were  nothing  l 
Had  my  body  feflered  on  a  gibbet, 
my  father  would,  unpitying,  have 
looked  on  it,  execrated  my  vices,  and 
fwore  he  had  done  his  duty  ! - — Oh  my 
foul  fickens ! 

I  have  faid  enough.  I  hope  I  (hall 
foon  forget  all  that  now  agitates  me— 
forget  that  you  ever  made  a  claim  on 
me ;  all  then  will  be  well 'again.  My 

life 
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life  was,  before  this  interruption,  beau¬ 
tifully  ferene  ,  and  this  little  ftorm 
mu  ft  not  ruffle  all  my  fummer  days. 
My  ideas  and  refle&ions  will,  I  truft, 
hereafter  be  calm  and  unimpafiioned  ; 
and  perhaps,  at  fome  period  not  very 
remote,  I  may  ceafe  to  curfe  the 
feducer  of  my  mother,  though  I  (hall 
never  blefs  him.  Think  not  that  you 
have  in  me  a  fon ;  for  that  name  1  (hail 

v  \ 

ever  renounce,  and  ftart  from. 

Leopold  Warndorf, 


l  3 


The 
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The  Barone/s  of  Alt enhurg  to  Mifs 

Mcffein. 

OH,  I  hope  I  have  not  been  de¬ 
ceived,  Charlotte !  I  hope  what  I 
lately  regarded  as  beautiful  realities 
were  actually  fuch,  and  not  the  ex- 
quifite  vifions  which  the  mind  will 
fometimes  throw  before  the  fafcmated 
eye. 

Did  I  not  defcribe  to  you  my  hap- 
pinefs,  paint  to  you  my  felicities,  tell 
you  I  was  the  mod  joyful,  the  mod 
animated  creature  of  the  earth— that 

-  *  i 

Altenburg  was"  nothing  lefs  than  the 

ardour 
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ardour  of  his  Chrifliana  could  with 
him  to  be? — Yes,  l  remember  that  I 
fpoke  to  you  of  all  thefe  things,  and 
cannot  fupprefs  my  fighs  when  1 

remember  it. 

From  this  you  will  infer  that  I  am 
unhappy  :  well,  perhaps  I  am  ;  and 
perhaps  I  ought  to  be  fo  for  my  fears, 
my  fufpicions,  and  my  unjuft  furmifes. 
But  what  magician  can  ftrangle  the 

r 

fretful  offspring  of  the  brain  ?  Thought 
will  not  be  impeded  in  its  progrefs ; 
and  the  human  mind,  whether  agitated 
or  tranquil,  I  muft  ever  confider  as  a 
democracy. 

*  l  4  I  find,. 


1 
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I  find,  Charlotte,  that  I  have  been 
wrongly  educated my  preceptors 
were  too  foft  to  me  ;  I  have  been  led 
into  a  maze  of  fenlibilitles  which  at- 
tack  me  at  every  turning  ;  they  infufe 
each  moment  a  poifon  into  my  foul 
which  often  thrills  me  with  a  delicious 
but  dangerous  fenfation,  and  fre¬ 
quently  (hakes  me  a!  mo  ft  to  annihila¬ 
tion. 


I  will  alter  all  thefe  things;  1  muft~ 

O  J 

it  is  not  too  late  ;  and  I  will  hereafter 
ft  rive  to  direct  mvfelf  by  new  fyflems 
and  by  more  determi  led  rules.  I  am, 
I  believe,  too  nicely  fufpicicus  j  I  muft 
indeed  be  fo  when  I  fancy  that 
Akenburg  loves  me  not  :  and  yet  I 

have 


r\  ^  r* 


s 
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have  fancied  this,  though  I  blufh,  as  I 

v->  t 

ought  to  do,  at  my  confeffion  of  it. 
The  whole  ftore  of  my  affections  I 
jo)  fully  furrendercd  to  him  ;  and  if 
he  returns  me  only  half  of  his  own,  can 
I  be  otherwife  than  unhappy  ?” 

Let  no  one  fmile,  or  tax  me  with 
enthufiafm,  or  dare  to  call  me  a  rhap- 
fbdifh  when  I  declare  that  my  love  for 
him  is  infinite  1  I  feel  it  as  a  friend, 
as  a  wife,  as  a  miftrefs  ;  it  is  the  chief 
pafilon  of  my  foul,  and  I  pour  it  upon 
him  fometimeswith  fmiling,  and  often 
with  tearful  eyes  ; — tearful  !  yes — -joy 
is  fupeiiative  when  it  comes  from  a 
humid  fource. 

m 

l  5 

.e 


5t  And 
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“  And  does  he  fly  from  your  em¬ 
braces  ?  does  he  difregard  your 

t 

fmiles  ?  is  he  fated  with  joys  which  he 
thinks  too  liberally  offered — offered 
without  being  demanded,  rather  than 
granted  on  folicitation  ?” — Ha  !  are 
not  thefe  your  queftions,  Charlotte  ? 
Though  you  are  fo  many  leagues  dis¬ 
tant,  methinks  I  hear  your  voice. — » 
God  fhield  me  from  thefe  thoughts  1 
My  fufpicions  will  undermine  my  rea* 
fon  \—my  fufpicions  !  no,  they  are 
your’s,  Charlotte  ;  but  they  are  unjuft, 
indeed  they  are.  Take  them  to  your- 
fdf,  dear  girl,  and  recant  as  I  do :  let 
me  never  hereafter  think  that  I  had 
them  for  a  moment  in  my  brain. 
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1  am  much  inclined  to  tear  the  paper 
on  which  I  have  been  writing.  No,  it 
fhall  pafs  ;  it  will  ferve  you,  Charlotte, 
as  a  fpecimen  of  my  talents  for 
romance.  You  will  laugh  over  it  as  I 
have  done  ;  though  few  people  can  be 
fportive  with  their  own  errors  and  ab*> 
furdities,  I  proteft.  I  have  been  fo  over 
mine. 

I  certainly  have  freed  myfelf  from 
a  ftrange  humour ;  its  fngularity  fur- 
prifes  me,  and  I  wonder  that  I  fhould 
ever  fall  in  fuch  an  one,  fo  degrading 
to  myfelf — its  confequences  fo  inju¬ 
rious  to  my  beloved  Altenburg.  I 
aft  your  pardon  for  having  forced  the 
monfters  of  fpleen  and  difcontent  into 

a 

ii  6  your- 
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your  company,  and  prcmife  to  flievv 
myfelf  to  you  hereafter  as  a  more  ra¬ 
tional  and  confiderate  being.  I  pro- 
ted  I  am  not  only  angry  with,  but  alfo 
afhatned  of  myfelf :  I  have  told  you 
already  that  I  have  laughed  over  my 
own  folly,  and  muftconfefs  that  I  have 
likewife  wept  over  it. 

Many  times  have  I  been  on  the 

point  of  catling  myfelf  at  Altenburg’s 

feet  to  implore  his  pardon ;  but  it  may 

be  better  to  conceal  the  weaknefs  of 

my  heart  and  underdanding.  I  have, 

% 

however,  fobbed  out  my  girlifh  for- 
rows  on  his  beloved  bread,  and  been 
hypocrite  enough  when,  with  a  foul- 
diffolving  voice,  he  has  faid,  u  For 

God’s 
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God’s  fake,'  my  dear  wife,  tell  me 


from 

to  im 
to  a 


whence  arifes  this  di  ft  refs 
puts  my  unjuftifiable  forrow 
remote  and  inconfequential 


caufe. 


Charlotte,  my  grief  has  been  felf- 
impofed,  and  my  pains  were  not  more 
fevere  than  I  merited.  All  my  con- 

i 

cern  has  been  excited  by  an  imperti¬ 
nent  curiofity,  and  by  fome  abfurd 
remarks  on  the  countenance  of  my 
Jhufband.  Becaufe  he  received  a 
letter  which  ftartled  him,  and  becaufe 
my  too  fcrutinizing  eyes  difcovered  a 
few  contractions  in  his  face,  I  mu  ft 
take  into  my  bofom  a  large  fliare  of 
multiplying  doubts,  and  conduct 

myfdf 


/ 
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myfelf  more  inconfiderately  than  I 
ever  did  at  the  age  of  thirteen!  — 
Strange,  mifguided,  infatuated  Chrii- 

tiana  ! 

Surely  I  was  not  till  lately  a  verfa- 
tile  character.  That  I  am  fuch  now, 
even  to  a  degree  of  abfurdity,  this  letter 
will  probably  evince.  Pardon,  how¬ 
ever,  dear  girl,  the  errors  of  your 
friend,  of  which  no  one  can  be  fo  truly 
fenfible  as  herfelf. 


Christiana » 
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The  fame  to  the  fame, 

%  \  9 

THE  quiet  of  myfelfand  of  Alten- 
burg  was  interrupted  yefterday  by  the 
appearance  of  the  old  Baronefs  of 
L — — ,  who  is  going  on  a  vifit  about 
ten  leagues  from  Brinn.  She  had 
neceffarily  to  pafs  our  chateau  ;  and  I 
was  walking  with  my  dear  Altenburg 
over  the  grounds,  holding  fome  of  the 
tendered;  converfation  fince  our  mar¬ 
riage,  when  we  were  met  by  the 
Dowager,  You  know  I  do  not  efteem 
her,  that  I  think  her  garrulous  and 
highly  cenforious ;  and  if  you  recolledb 
the  manner  in  which  Ihe  talked  to  me 


at 
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at  Vienna,  and  my  refen tm'ent  on  that 
occafion,  you  will  perhaps  befurprifed 
that  (be  fliould  ever  feek  another  in¬ 
terview  with  me. 

But  there  are  women  whom  no  cir- 
cumflance  whatever  can  abafh.  Her 
Ladyfhip  was  perfectly  at  eafe  ;  Hie 
acid reffed  both  the  Baron  and  me 
without  any  embarrafTrnent,  and  de¬ 
clared  herfelf  extremely  happy  in  meet¬ 
ing  us,  though  the  rencounter  was 
owing  to  chance  alone. 

The  wheel  of  her  carriage  had 
broken  within  a  league  of  the  chateau  ; 
and  on  learning  that  we  were  then 
redding  there,  fhe  thought  fire  could 

folicit 
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folicit  of  us  the  hofpitality  of  a  night, 
and  till  the  vehicle  could  be  put  into 
a  proper  condition  for  travelling, 
Altenburg  gave  her  a  polite  welcome, 
and  I  followed  his  example,  though 
the  eyes  of  my  hufband  declared  that 
he  thought  me  unufually  ceremonious. 
1  have  never  acquainted  him  with  the 
nature  of  the  lafh  interview  between 
me  and  the  Baronefs;  did  he  know 
what  fentiments  line  then  expreiled 
relative  to  him,  he  would  doubtieis 
catch  fome  of  my  referve,  and  alio  aft 
upon  it. 

Cur  vifiter’s  tongue  was,  till  we 
feparated  at  night,  in  conftant  adti- 
vity  ;  her  anecdotes  tire  with  their 

J  J 

multiplicity  ; 


/ 
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multiplicity  ;  her  remarks  are  fevere, 
often  unjuft,  fonpe times  indelicate  : 
and  having  lathed  the  vices  of  fociety, 
fne  concludes  with  thanking  Heaven 
that  (he  has  no  fuch  propensities.  She 
is  proud  of  what  (he  now  pretends  to 
be,  and  has  no  recoiled!  ion  of  what  fne 

jf 

was. 

I  muft  own  fhe  pofTefTes  a  confider- 
able  degree  cf  difcri  mi  nation  in  fome 
particulars;  and  this  morning  fhe 
ruffled  me  very  much.  After  break- 

faft  my  Lord  went  out,  and  the 

•  *» 

Baronefs  accompanied  me  to  my  dreif- 
ing-room  ; — feating  herfelf  near  the 

toilet,  the  looked  earneftly  in  my 

face*, 
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face,  and  fmilingly  held  out  her  hand 
to  me. 

'  \  ■— 

“  I  perceive,*’  file  cried,  “  that  you 
are  yet  harbouring  an  idea  of  things 
which  are  paft  ;  you  have  not  forgiven 
me  for  what,  in  the  warmth  of  friend- 
fhip,  I  faid  to  you  at  Vienna  ;  your 
formality  to  me  declares  it.  You 
mu  ft  give  me  your  pardon  for  the  un¬ 
intentional  offence  ;  you  muft  not 
bear  enmity  any  longer  about  your 
heart ;  allure  me  that  you  will  not, 
my  dear  Baronefs.” 

\ 

In  the  preceding  minute  there  cer¬ 
tainly  was  caufe  for  her  fufpicions  ; 

/ 

but  it  fled  on  the  inftant,,  and  her 

words. 
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words,  and  her  peculiar  manner  of 
fpeaking  touched  me  fenfibly  and 
taking  the  hand  fhe  proffered,  I  adored 
her  that  her  furmifes  were  entirely 
groundlefs. 

“  I  rejoice  then,”  fne  cried,  iC  in  my 
deception,  and  in  the  afternoon  (hall 
pur fue  my  journey  with  a  greater  de¬ 
gree  of  pleafure  and  fatisfadlion.  Yet 

O  J 

^  1% 

how  much  would  that  plealure  be  in- 
creafed,  if  I  were  to  depart  with  the 
aflurance  of  your  being  happy.” 

1  darted  ;  my  face  glowed,  and  I 
looked  flrpngly  at  her. — cc  If  you  were 
to  depart  with  the  affuiance  of  my 
being  happy  !”  I  exclaimed ;  “  good 

1  / 

Heaven  I 
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Heaven  !  am  I  not  To  ?  Do  you  doubt 

it  ?” 


cc  Ah  no  !”  (lie  replied,  “  I  have  no 
doubts  :  mine  is  an  unpleafant  con¬ 


firmation, 
creates  an 


1  protefl  your  fituation 
intereft-;  your  infelicity 


excites  regret*-  it  does  indeed.  Dear 
lady,  what  can  thus  difturb  your 


peace  r” 

tc  You  aftonifh  me,”  i  cried,  “  by 
your  conjectures  !  I  allure  you  I  am 
mod  truly  happy.” 

ce  Ah  !**  cried  the  Baronefs,  ihaking 
her  head,  “  thofe  who  pofiefs  true 
fenfibiiity  are  loth  to  make  any  perfon 
uneafy  by  recounting  their  farrows. 
You  happy  1  would  to  God  you  were  i 
You  have,  fince  I  came  hither,  been 

a&ing 
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adling  with  a  delicate  hypocrify  :  you 
fmile,  you  laugh,  you  talk,  and  at¬ 
tempt  to  appear  as  if  all  were  tranquil¬ 
lity  and  joy  in  your  heart.  But  I 
have  obferved  you  with  a  friendly 
earneftnefs.  The  tide  of  your  blood 
is  ftrangely  irregular;  for  it  rufhes  into 
your  cheeks,  and  then  rapidly  forfakes 
them,  leaving  them  almoft  deadly  pale. 
Y ou  often  fix  your  eyes  on  a  particu¬ 
lar  object  they  moiften  even  while 
you  are  fmiling:  and  when  you  join 
in  a  calm  common  converfation,  your 
voice  falters,  and  you  are  in  an  abfo- 
ute  ihate  of  trepidation.’ * 

I  knew  that  fhe  deferibed  me  as 
l  adtually  was,  but  had  thought 
6*  myfelf 
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myfelf  fecure  in  my  follies,  and  was 
vexed  by  her  remarks,  though  I 
endeavoured  to  crufli  them  vvitli  a 

I  S  % 

lau  h. 

cc  Nay,  this  is  ft  ill  worfe,  my  dear 
young  friend/ ’  (lie  continued  ;  <£  thefe 
tones  are  far  from  being  natural  ;  and 
your  prefent  mirth  is  an  effort ,  not  an1 
impulfe.  I  aik  for  no  confidence,  but 
would  entreat  you  to  be  more  atten¬ 
tive  to  your  health  and  hsppinefs. 
Believe  me  you  are  (Irangely  altered  of 
late ;  your  new  complexion  really 
aflonifhed  me  when  I  met  you  yelter- 
day.  You  have  a  beautiful  feat  here  ; 
the  building  is  noble,  the  grounds  are 

delightful  > 
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delightful ;  but  pray  is  not  the  fitua- 
tion  rather  unwholefome  ?” 

<£  I  have  never  heard  it  fo  called,” 
I  replied,  in  ficknefs  and  confuflon  ; 
ce  my  own  opinion  was  always  con¬ 
trary.” 

“Your  own  opinion,  I  fear,”  Hie 
faid 5  looking  more  earneftly  in  my 
face,  C£  your  own  opinion,  I  fear,  has 
been  wrong.  And  then,  my  good 
friend,  the  Baron — Heaven,  what  a 
melancholy  change  1” 

£C  Good  God  !”  I  exclaimed,  in- 

' 

cautioufly, “  are  then  my  fufpicions 
true  ?  Tell  me,  Madam,  does  my 
Lord  really  look  unwell  ?” 

“  Very  much  fo,  very  much  fo  in¬ 
deed  !” 


“  And 
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5£  And— doss  he  appear  to  you  un¬ 
happy  ?” 

“  It  ihikes  me  that  he  is  moft  un¬ 
happy  :  a  fecret  mifery  Teems  to  prey 
upon  him  ;  and  yet  I  dare  fay  you  are 
in  his  confidence  ?” 

“  Oh  no,  I  am  not  !”  I  cried  ;  (e  he 
places  no  trail  in  me  :  if  he  be  men¬ 
tally  afflicted — ” 

“He  certainly  is.1* 

“  Then,*’  I  replied,  deeply  fighing* 
“  the  caufe  is  unknown  to  me.” 

“  Strange  \,y  cried  the  Dowager, 
“  very  ftrange  !  that  recently  married 
to  a  woman  who  (1  compliment  not) 
was  To  exteniively  admired  and  Tali- 
cited,  he  fhould  fink  into  viii  ;le  dif- 
trefs  and  melancholy,  without ailigning 

m  any  * 


VOL,  I. 
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any  caufe  for  the  change — it  is  mod 
extraordinary  !  I  knew  the  Baron 
al mod  twenty  years  ago,  and  hap¬ 
pened  to  be  at  Venice  when  he  firft 

became  acquainted  with - -Blefs  me ! 

when  he  firft  appeared,  and  was  known 
in  that  delightful  place.  He  met  with 
admiration  every  where  ;  a  conftant 
fmile  fat  upon  his  face ;  and  when  in 
motion,  he  difplayed  the  airy  graces  of 
a  Mercury.’ * 

44  I  have  heard,”  I  replied,  44  that 
he  was  of  a  lively  difpofttion.” 

44  Lively  difpofttion  !”  faid  the 
Baronefs ;  44  he  was  truly  the  foa  of 
vivacity,  the  polifhed  mirror  of  ele¬ 
gance  ;  and  till  a  little  while,  a  very 
little  while,  he  has  not  abated  a  fcruple 

of 
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of  his  fafcinating  ea !e  and  gaiety.  But 
the  change  in  him  is  more  alarming 
than  that  which  I  have  difcovered  in 
you,  my  dear  young  friend  ; — pale- 
nefs,  flu  tilings,  viable  anxieties,  and 
unfeafonable  mufings !  I  hope  his 
Lordfhip  will  not  long;  continue  in  a 
Bate  which  appears  to  me  adually 
alarming.” 

O 

I  could  not  bear  to  hear  any  more; 
behdes,  I  began  to  fufpeft  fome  un¬ 
friendly  dehgns  in  the  woman  who  fo 
ingenioufly  tortured  me  ;  I  therefore 
left  her,  and  have  fince  been  writing;  to 
my  dear  Charlotte.  I  am,  I  believe, 

much  too  credulous.  The  Baronefs, 
♦  ^ 

I  am  perfuaded,  willies  to  vex  me ; 

but 


M  2 
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but  indeed  Altenburg  is  unhappy,  and 
I  confequently  am  the  fame.  I  had 
regained  much  compofure;  but  the 
remarks  and  infinuations  of  this  pre¬ 
tended  friend  have  difordered  me 
as;ain. 

O 

*  *  *  *  *■ 

What  am  I  to  think  of  the  condud 
of  my  hulband?  Dear  friend,  what 
am  I  to  think  of  the  pain  and  myftery 
of  my  Altenburg  ? 

Politenefs  would  not  allow  me  to 
be  long  abfent  from  the  Baronefs , 
therefore  1  puf  afide  my  pen,  which 
had  aimed  run  before  my  thoughts, 
and  met  her  in  her  dreffing-room :  we 
-6  afterwards 
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afterwards  went  into  the  apartment  in 

which  we  had  breakfafted,  and  within 

a  little  time  were  joined  by  the  Baron, 

who  had  juft  returned  from  his  walk. 

* 

He  add  re  fled  us  in'  no  very  lively 
manner  j  and  my  eyes  encountering 
thofe  of  the  Barone fs,  I  perfectly, 
though  with  pain,  read  their  language, 
and  could  fcarcely  reftrain  my  tears 
from  (he  wing;  themfelves.  Our  v  in  ter, 
a  iking  a  number  of  cue  (lions,  each  of 
which  related  to  a  different  concern, 
and  receiving  from  my  Lord  fome~ 
times  a  languid  anfwer,  and  at  other 


times  only  a  mono fy liable,  viewed 

him  attentively,  and  exclaimed,  “Blefs 
\  * 

me,  Baron!  you  certainly  are  not 
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sc  I  acknowledge/’  he  replied, “  that 


I  am  not  very  well.,> 

<f  My  God  !”  I  cried,  <c  what  is 
your  malady,  my  dear  Altenburg  ? 
You  alarm  me  by  this  confeflion. 
Take  advice  immediately ;  let  me 
difpatch  a  fervant  for — 

“  Softly,  foftly,  my  good,  my  ten¬ 
der  Chriftiana  !”  he  faid,  catching  hold 
of  my  hand,  and  prefling  it  with  ten- 
dernefs ,  “  this  mighty  •  affliction  is 
nothing  more  than  a  pain  in  my  fide; 
and  as  I  intend  within  a  few  days  to 
give  my  arm  to  the  lancet,  I  do  not 
fuppofe  that  I  fhall  long  have  caufe 
for  complaint.' ” 
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The  Rarone-fe  looked  at  me  again, 
and  I  thought  increduloufly  :  but 
the  prc- ffure  of  my  Altenburg  yet 
thrilled  my  nerves ;  and  his  kind,  his 
exquifite  fmiles  raifed  my  love,  and 
totally  vanquiihed  my  fufpicions.  His 
fpirits  feemed  to  acquire  a  fudden 
vigour ;  he  fpoke  in  a  drain  almoft 
lively,  and  frnikd  at  the  manner  in 
which  I  had  exprefied  my  fears.  My 
wounded  heart  feemed  to  take  in  a 
nidi  delicious  balm  ;  but  the  gravity 
of  the  Barone fs'  increafing  as  that  cf 
Altenburg  relaxed,  in  an  inftant  I  was 
again  torturing  myfelf  with  conjec¬ 
tures,  and  faid  fecretly,  “  The  cool 
difcernment  of  this  woman  is  faithful 
and  jud  5  die  calmly  views  and 


M  A 


examines 
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examines  what  tendernefs  and  love 
clofe  my  eyes  upon.” 

I  again  grew  uneafy,  and  was  fo 
much  under  the  influence  of  Lady 
L*~,  that  her  nods,  her  fhrugs,  and 
ge (lures,  which,  though  obferved  only 
by  myfelf,  were  plentiful,  filled  me 
with  doubts,  tremors,  and  apprehen- 
flons.  At  length  a  fervant  came  in 
with  letters  which  had  juft  arrived 
from  the  poft-houfe  at  the  next  town. 
The  Baron  faw  the  man  at  the  door, 
and  darting  from  his  fear,  ruftied  for- 
ward,  feized  the  different  packets  with 
a  ftrange  anxiety  ;  and  having  looked 
at  the  fuperfcriptions,  his  face  crim- 
loned,  and  he  placed  himfelf  haftily, 

or 
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or  rather  Teemed  to  fall  upon  his 
chair. 

“  Your  fide, ,  my  Lord  ?”  cried  the 
Baronefs ;  “  I  -  fear  it  is  extremely 
painful.” 

<£  No— yes,”  he  anfwered,  and  was 
again  riling  in  order  to  leave  the  room  j 
but  Lady  L— —  begged  him  to  ufe 
•no  exertion,  and  to  break  the  Teals 
without  apology  or  ceremony.  Seeing 
him  gaze  ftrangely  on  the  letters,  and 
fingularly  irrefolute  and  undetermined* 
The  beckoned  me  to  retire  with  her  ; 
but  before  I  could  get  upon  my  trem¬ 
bling  limbs,  he  had  rifen,  bowed*  and 
withdrawn  himfelf. 

M  5 


The 
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The  Baronefs  ran  up  to  me.— a  Do 
you  fee,'’  die  cried,  u  do  you  not 
perceive  it  ?  Ah  !  dear  friend,  com- 
paffionately,  mod  compaffionately  do 
I  fed  for  you  !” — I  ought  not  to  have 
lidened  to  her  ; — fo  however  I  did  ; 
and  I  am  grieved  to  confefs  that,  when 
I  thou  Id  have  exerted  all  my  drength 
of  bridled  as  well  as  of  body,  I  fuf- 
fered  both  to  forfake  me,  and  wept 
upon  a  bread  which  perhaps  contained 
a  guileful  enemy. 

Within  a  few  minutes,  however, 
the  impropriety  of  my  condud  druck 
me.;  and  raifing  my  head,  1  freely 
confeded  to  her  that  I  deemed  my 
weaknefs  and  folly  contemptible.  I 

faw 
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faw  her  labouring  for  an  arrangement 

O  O 

of  features  to  correfpond  with  fome 
hnooth-tongued  fpeech.  This  arti¬ 
fice,  palpable  in  itfelf,  fervecl  to  roufe 
me ;  and  I  left  the  room  with  an 
aflumed  eompofure,  though  indeed  I 
had  little  peace  within  my  bread:. 

i 

Altenburg  has  fince  continued  in 
the  library — Tin  my  chamber,  writing 
in  tears,  and  troubling  my  Charlotte 
with  my  borrows  ;  and  the  Baronefs — ■ 
But  l  mud  go  to  her,  or  [he  will 
draw  the  mod  drange  and  injurious 
conclufions  from  the  conduct  of  me 
and  my  Lord.  I  wifh  I  had  never 
feen  this  woman ;  I  have  been  fafci- 

nated  even  by  her  tormentings. 

^  \  ^ 

m  6  Thank 
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Thank  Heaven,  foe  is  gone  !  She 

departed  immediately  after  dinner, 

>  /. 

and  I  fincerely  hope  I  fhall  never  fee 
her  again  :  fuch  a  woman  would  ba- 
nifh  me  from  the  world  beyond  recal, 
if  I  were  to^be  long  in  her  fociety. 
Altenburg  partook' of  our  repaft,  and 
behaved  with  fo  much  eafe  and  pro¬ 
priety,  fhat  I  could  fcarcely  think  he 
was  internally  agitated,  though  our 
vifiter  evidently  feemed  to  confider 
him  as  a  polite  impoflor.  When  the 
afterwards  fbepped  into  her  carriage, 
the  faid  fome  words  to  me  in  a  low 
tone  of  voice  which  I  did  not  fully 
tmderftand  ;  but  1  judged  that  they 
were  infmuations  levelled  at  my  quiet, 

and 
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and  am  now  glad  that  my  ear  did  not 
catch  them. 

My  hufband  and  I  had  walked  with 
her  acrofs  'the  lawn  ;  and  after  her 
carriage  was  driven  away,4  he  drew  my 
arm  through  his  own,  and  in  haunter- 
ing  with  him  over  the  turf,  I  was  really 
as  happy  as  I  had  been  before  the 
Baronefs  interrupted  my  quiet.  We 
rambled  till  almoil  the  clofc  of  day. 
Difcourfins;  on  dear  and  delicious 
fubjedls,  our  eyes  frequently  met  each 
other  mod:  tenderly.  My  heart  flut¬ 
tered  with  rapture  my  head  inclined 
towards  him,  and  my  lips  coveted  the 
kiffes  which,  he  preffed  on  them.  I 
told  him  I  was  glad  of  our  vifiter’s 

depart  ure* 
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departure,  and  hoped  we  fhould  have 
no  more  fuch  intruders.  He  ex- 
preffed  the  fame  with,  and  confefled 
that  he  had  imbibed  a  fudden  dillike 

for  the  Baronefs. 

^  ■ 

“We  will  be  no  longer  feparated, 
my  Chriftiana,”  he  cried,  “  no  not 
even  for  an  hour.  You  are  fo  effen- 
tial  to  my  happinefs,  that  every  little 
minute  which  divides  me  from  you, 
becomes  a  tedious  age  :  you  are  the 
life,  the  heart,  the  foul  of  Altenburg.” 

What  an  ecftatic  creature! became  ! 
The  iun  went  down  in  glorious  fplen- 
dour,  and  the  delightful  colours  of  the 

weftern  heaven  were  widely  flretched. 

Surely 
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Surely  no  breezes  fo  foft  had  ever 
palTed  over  creation^  the  face  of 
Nature  had  never  looked  halffo  beau¬ 
tiful.  It  was  the  mo  ft  precious  hour 
that  had  ever  intervened  in  the  annals 
of  time  !  How  I  fee  ret  ly-  praifed  the 
great  and  invifibie  Spirit  !  Oh  how  I 
thanked  my  God  ! 


We  returned  to  the  Caftle  :  he  led 
me  to  the  library,  where  I  threw  my- 
felf  on  a  fora,  and  his  arms  clafped  me, 
his  bread  was  my  pillow.  Neither  of 
us  fpoke  for  feveral  minutes ;  but  at 
length  I  raifed  my  eyes,  and  faw  above 
our  heads  the  portrait  of  my  forte r 
parent— ec  Look  there,  Aitenburg.  !’* 
I  cried  5  c<  my  mother,  (he  fmiles  1” 
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j 

“  Yes,”  he  replied ,  “  at  the  happi- 
nefs  of  her  beloved  daughter.” 

4C  At  the  love,  at  the  tendernefs  of 
her  dear  daughter's  hufband  IT 
cc  Her  eyes  are  on  us  both/'  he  ex- 
claimed.  “  Dear  faint,  we  are  both 
thy  children  i” 

,  * 

I  will  fry  no  more,  Charlotte.  I 
have  no  fufpicions,  no  doubts,  no  ap- 

prehenfions.  The  Baronefs  is  a  vile 

> 

tempter,  and  i  was  too  eafiiy  betrayed. 
My  Lord  will  hereafter  account  f^rall 
thofe  little  circumftances  which  ft  ruck 
me  as  peculiar;  and  if  he  fnould  not, 

V 

I  never  will  renew  the  feif-tormenting 
arfs  of  which  I  have  fo  recently 
divefted  myfelf. 

Christiana* 


Baron 


r 
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a 


ST 


Baron  Altenhurg  to  Count  StendaL 


THE  rummer  temped  is  awful 
while  it  continues,  and  its  tremendous 
burds  and  vivid  fires  may  appal  the 
flouted  traveller.  But  fink,  not,  thud- 
dering  mortal  !  under  the  weight  of 
thy  terrors ;  for  the  labouring  clouds 
will  ere  long  frnile  over  thine  head,  and 
indead  of  the  wild  lightnings  which 
blaze  around  thee,  the  rays  of  the  fun 
will  foon  dilute  thy  face  again.  And 
if  evening  be  drawing  nigh,  and  thy 

t 

dwelling  is  vet  far  didant,  the  milder 
beacon  or  the  night,  and  the  gems  of 
heaven  (hall  Emile  mod  lovely  on  thee, 

and 
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and  thou  may  ft  go  forward,  muting 
on  the  fublimity  and  beauties  of 
Nature,  and  no  longer  trembling  for 
her  pa  ft  w  rath  and  uproar. 

I  thank  you,  dear  Stendal,  for  your 
care  and  folicitude.  Ah,  God  !  how 
you  have  pained  my  heart !  but  it  is 
now  ateafe  ;  it  is  asnxin  at  eafe.  For 

9  o 

the  laft  two  days  I  have  governed  my- 
feif  with  a  power  which  I  feared  I  had 
not  been  able  to  affert ;  anarchy  had 
obtained  an  afcendency  over  reafon, 
but  has  at  length  been  made  to 
retreat  by  the  force  that  I  had  con¬ 
ceived  to  be  entirely  unequal  to  the 
conteft. 


My 
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My  Ton  !- — I  will  think  of  him  no 
more,  or  rather  will  feel  for  him  no 
more.  And  yet  what  an  extraordinary 
i  beautiful  in  perfon,  rich  in 
underflanding,  and  noble,  though 
eccentric,  in  fentiment.  Oh!  he  might 
have  drawn  my  heart  into  his  own 
bofom  ;  but,  alia  (lin-like,  he  fcabs  it 
in  an  hundred  places,  ftill  deeming  the 
bloody  marks  too  few  !  I  cannot  re¬ 
peat  any  part  of  his  letter ;  I  fcarcely 
dare  reflect  on  it ,  it  almoft  roufed  me 
into  madnefs ;  it  made  me  ih udder 
with  a  thoufand  agues,  and  lent  fcaid- 
ing  tears  into  my  eyes. 


“  Curfe  the  boy !”  I  have  ex¬ 
claimed. — 44  God  pardon  me,  and 

blefs 


fame 
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blefs  him  /”  I  have  added  in  the 

i 

moment,  and  before  the  imprecation 
could  be  regiftered. 

He  tells  me  we  mud  never  know 
each  other  : — I  do  not  wifn  it.  I  have 
looked  confidently  on  the  world  for 
many  a  year,  fometimes  encountered 
the  ferious  form  of  danger  without 
fhrinking  \  but  J  fhould  have  no  cou- 
rage  to  meet  the  eyes  of  my  fon  :  they 
would  petrify  me,  convert  my  body, 
my  limbs,  my  veins  into  marble,  and 
fix  me  a  fenfelefs  flatus  for  men  to 
gape  at.  Yet  he  is  a  noble  fellow  I 
Why  did  he  refufe  the  embraces  of  a 
father?  Why  would  he  not  let  me 
take  him  in  my  arms,  and  while  fondly 

pre  fling 


LEOPOLD  WARNDORF.  26 1 

,  / 

pre (ling  him,  examine  the  uncommon 
particles  of  his  heart  ?  Now  I  with  it 
not :  he  is  fuperior  to  me,  and  I  will 
not  ftep  forward  to  meet  degradation. 
But  I  would  give  all  the  world,  would 
freely  abridge  my  life  if— 

Ah  -Stendal  1  pardon  the  weaknefs 
and  inconfiftencies  of  your  agitated 
friend  ! — Agitated  !  I  told  you  juft 
now  that  I  was  calm, and  fo  again  I  pre¬ 
fen  tly  (hall  be.  Leopold,  without  my 
affiftance,  will,  I  think,  be  hereafter  pro- 
fperous  and  happy ;  for  it  is  evident  that 
he  pofTeftes  rare  talents,:  and  when  I 
am  in  the  grave,  the  excellencies  of 
his  heart,  and  the  genius  with  which 
he  is  gifted,  will  bring  him  a  thoufand 

fmiles, 
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fmiles,  though  the  flefh  of  his  father’s 
face  be  eaten  away. 

I  have  thought  much  of  this  boy  of 
late  :  but  my  mind  at  intervals  has 
alfo  dwelt  on  two  other  painful  ob¬ 
jects— on  thofe  who,  once  dearer  to 
me,  treat  me  with  equal  difdain  and 
cruelty.  Still  1  cannot  fay  that  I  am 
injured  ;  I  cannot  fay  this  youth’s 
pride  and  inflexibility  are  deferving  of 
fcorn  and  refentment ;  I  cannot  fay 
the  filence  and  contempt  of  this 
woman  and  her  daughter  fully  entitle 
them  to  my  negleCt  and  indifference. 

Leopold,  Ifabella,  and  Augufta  !• — 
can  three  fuch  characters  be  found  in 

r' 

exiftence  ? 
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exigence  ?  Their  circum fiances  are 
nearly  alike,  and  their  paffions  fimilar; 
were  they  not  fo  widely  feparated,  I 
Ihould  be  inclined  to  believe  that  they 
had  entered  into  a  confpiracy,  in  order 
to  deprive  me  of  reafon,  if  not  of  life  ; 
and  fometimes  I  am  half  perfuaded 
that  they  are  the  agents  of  Fate,  that 
they  have  a  delegated  power  over  me, 
and  that  they  are  commanded  to  lead 
me  into  madnefs  and  deftrudtion. . 

But  thev  Hi  all  not :  there  is  a  having 
angel  near  me,  who  has  a  ready  hand. 
Sweet  Chriftiana !  thou  art  the  good 
fpirit  to  whom  I  owe  my  prefervation, 
and  to  whom  I  mufl  confidently  look 
for  future  protection.  1  have  wronged 

thee, 
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thee,  love,  but  will  make  atonement. 
Thy  (miles  are  precious,  and  thou  art 
liberal  in  bellowing  them  on  thy 
Altenburg.  Oh  my  wife !  as  thou 
feemeft  to  me  the  moll  perfed  of 
women,  furely  thou  art  deferving  of 
being  mod  happy :  yet  thou  haft 
lately  wept — haft  hung  in  grief  around 
my  neck,  and  fobbed  upon  my 
bread ! 

i  *  - 

y  A  „  .  t 

I  was  the  caufe  of  this  forrow,  and 
will  henceforth  drive  to  be  the  caufe 
of  thy.  happmefs  : — yes,  by  my  re¬ 
demption  from  poverty  by  thee,  by 
thy  foft  pitying  eyes,  by  my  love,  my 
honour — by  the  Almighty  God,  I 
will !  ! 


This 
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This  is  a  voluntary,  a  willing  oath  ; 
and  while  I  have  life,  will  1  abide  by 
it.  Shall  I,  like  an  infenfibie  villain, 
da  111  from  me  the  hand  that  fo  gene- 
roufly  faved  me  ?  or,  like  an  aha  (Tin, 
flab  the  heart  that  fo  tenderly  loves 
me  ?  Every  day  I  feel  a  thoufand  felf- 
reproaches  for  my  conduct  towards 
my  wife ;  and  her  mild  forbearance, 
the  foftnefs  of  her  voice,,  and  her 
filence  on  my  errors,  which  mud  be 
palpable,  make  her  a  thoufand  times 
more  dear  to  me. 

And  I  will  deferve  the  bleffings  that 

f 

Hie  offers  me ;  my  mind,  (baking  off 
its  heavy  encumbrances,  fhall  calmly 
dwell  on  her  alone ;  and  my  heart, 
vol.  i.  n  putting 
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putting  afide  its  inconfiftent  fympa- 
thies,  fhail  cling  affectionately  and 
devoutly  to  her  while  it  has  warmth 
and  motion. 

•  Alteriburg. 


Leopold  to  Charles . 

\ 

i  i 

MANY  of  your  letters,  my  dear 

1  s  ,  ,  t  ^  v  \ 

friend,  have  actually  frightened  me  by 
their  violence  3  but  in  the  laft  that 
you  wrote  to  me,  there  is  a  tranquillity 
which  lias  banifhed  every  apprehen- 

n  ,  ' 

lion.  Jt  (hews  you  to  me  juft  as  you 
were  before  our  reparation ;  at  lead  I 
thought  fo  when  I  firft  perufed  it, 

and 


I 
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and  that  idea  has  made  me  read  it  over 
an  hundred  times  fince. 

f  * 

In  this  age  of  difguife  and  affecta¬ 
tion.  when  fentiment  is  dreffed  by  the 
rules  of  fafhion,  and  when  few  will 
allow  that  they  are  without  the  com¬ 
modity,  and  the  art  of  adorning  it,  a 
man’s  mind  can  be  little  underftood 
by  the  ftyle  of  his  epiftles  ;  you,  how¬ 
ever,  are  fully  known  to  me,  for  I 
have  read  the  faithful  volume  of  your 
heart,  and  found  it  genuine,  pure,  and 
■unmutilated. 

1  f  , 

\ 

Cherifhthe  ftranger  Peace,  and  hold 
her  long  and  fail  to  your  bread  ;  the 
will  repay  your  endearments  with 

n  2  fubflantial 


/ 
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fubftantial  blefiings ;  and  her  love  at 
length  will  grow  To  ftrong,  that  die 
will  never  again  abandon  you.  She 
delights  in  the  ready  fmile  :  and  were 
man  more  grateful,  more  frequently 
would  her  fandals  pafs  over  his 
threftiold,  and  longer  would  floe  fo- 
journ  in  his  dwelling. 

I  willingly  allow  that  the  vicifii- 

A. 

tudes  which  have  of  late  awaited  you, 
were  fufficient  to  difcompole  the 
calmed  temper,  and  to  trouble  and 
afflict  the  firmed  heart.  I  am  often 
inclined  to  difbelieve  the  tales  and 
legends  of  the  extraordinary  drength 
of  the  human  mind  j  many  of  thofe 
of  antiquity  I  deem  fabulous  and 

abfurd : 
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abfurd  : — in  fuch  fituations  man  can  be 
the  only  judge  cf  himfelf ;  for  by- 
fLnders  and  oblervers  mu  ft  be  incom¬ 
petent,  and  not  know  any  thing  re- 
feeding  that  on  which  they  attempt 
to  decide. 


I  am  bending  over  a  dying  friend  ; 

I  Pnew  no  grief,  heave  no  ftghs,  feed 
no  tears.  What  impulfe,  therefore, 
governs  my  heart  ?  What  ideas  have 
I  in  my  mind  ?  I  am  confoled  by  the 
knowledge  that  every  other  mortal 
rnuft  go  the  ways  of  the  departing 
foul,  and  my  thoughts  are  becalmed 
by  the  fweet  affurance  of  immortality  ?• 
No  fuch  thing  :  whatever  my  coun¬ 
tenance  may  exprefs,  whatever  philo- 


1 
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fophy  it  befpeaks,  my  heart  is  pierced 
to  the  centre  by  angujili,  and  a  ft  re  am 
of  blood  feems  to  flow  from  it  in  ex¬ 


treme  pain.  Thofe  who  are  around 
me  praife,. and  are  ready  to  proclaim 
my  fuperior  wifdom  and  fortitude, 

ji 

while  I  know  myfelr  to  be  the  moft 

*  f  ,  » 

imbecile  and  wretched  creature  in 


exiftence. 


The  beft  written  plede  of  biography 
muft  for  reafons  like  the  preheat, contain 
many  errors,  if  it  be  not  the  perform¬ 
ance  of  the  very  perfon  of  whom  it  di¬ 
rectly  fpeaks :  and  allowing  it  is  fo,  we 
fhall  more  readily  admit  the  incidents 
than  the  fentiments  ;  the  aClual  refuf- 


citation  of  ideas  is,  I  think, 


V 


we 
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we  may  indeed  conjure  up  a  fhadow, 
but  the  fubftance  is  for  ever  "one  be- 
yond  recal. 

i  '  \  • 

I  am,  however,  wanderings  ftrange 

O  J  o 

that  it  muft  be -  always  thus  with  me  ! 
Should  I  ever  attempt  the  talk  of  a 
poet,  I  muft  avoid  touching  on  the 
epic  and  dramatic,  having  fo  little 
knowledge  of  the  unities, 

t  congratulate  you,,  dear  Charles, 
on  your .  prefent  date  of  mind;  and 
the  defcription  of  your  fiiuaiion,  and 
of  the  manner  in  which  you  are  pair¬ 
ing  your  days,  is  truly  pleating.  In 
the  warmth  of  imagination  l  have 
t  ran  (ported  myfelf  to  your  quiet 

n  4  dwelling  * 
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dwelling,  have  walked  with  you  in  the 
'furrounding  groves,  held  converfe 
with  the  firft  friend  of  my  heart,  and 
heard  the  fweet  voice,  and  alfo  feen 
the  feeder  fmiles  of  his  Elizabeth. 


How  unenviable  is  that  mind  which 
has  no  powers  for  fech  excurfions  ! 
The  very  vifions  that  cheat  us  are  de¬ 
lightful  ;  and  knowing  them  to  be  too 
fplendid  for  reality,  and  too  happy  to 
be  changed  into  the  certainties  of  life, 
we  fee  them  difappear  without  any 
extraordinary  regret,  and  again  in¬ 
dulge  ourfelves  in  mental  forcery. 
Since  you  left  the  neighbourhood,  I 
have  cultivated  no  fociety,  formed  no 
connections  whatever ;  but  I  have 

feverely 
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feverely  felt  the  lofs  of  your  friend* 
fhip  :  and  when  I  turn  my  eyes  on 
him  who  banifhed  you  from  hence, 
for  uniting  yourfell  to  youth,  to  inno¬ 
cence,  and  to  lovelinefs,  in  oppofition 
to  a  flub  born  will,  I  can  fcarcely 
fmother  the  drong  refentmenf  that* 
lodges  in  my  bread. 

Some  few  days  ago  I  met  your  fa¬ 
ther  in  the  coppice,  where  you  and  I 
have  fo  often,  and  fo  happily  walked 
and  talked. — 

/ 

Solitary,  difcontented,  felf-afflidled- 
mortal  !  if  thou  wouldfl  but  bring  thy- 
felf  once  more  to  drain  thy  fon  to  thy 
heart,  and  prefs  thy  lips  on  the  rofve 

n  5  face.- 

* 

/  .  -X 
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face  of  Elizabeth,'  thou  wouldft  no 

longer  appear  wrapped  in  the  glooms 

*  \ 

of  winter,  but  with  all  the  radiance 
of  autumn  gleaming  around  thee. — 

/ 

I  bowed  to  him,  but  did  not  fpeak  $* 
he  faluted  me  in  the  fame  blent  man¬ 
ner,  and  palled  on.  My  eye,  how¬ 
ever,  was  much  deceived  if  it  did  not 
fee  a  faint  frnile  deal  upon  his  cheek — 
a  fmile  which  may  hereafter  diffufe 
over  the  whole  countenance,  and 
which  alfo  may,  at  no  long  dis¬ 
tance  of  time,  beam  upon  my  deferv- 
% 

ing  friend  and  his  beauteous  wife. 
Yes,  I  anticipate  the  time  when  your 
offended  parent  will  call  you  back 
with  a  thouland  times  more  joy  than 

if 


i 

i 

\  /  *  > 
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if  you  had  never  been  feparated, 
when  you  will  be  rein  dated  in  all  the 
honours  which  it  was  once  his  com¬ 
mand  fhould  wait  on  you,  and  when 
the  fete  of  the  happy  tenantry,  and 
the  merry  peal  of  the  village  bells  (had 
xelebrate  your  return  to  your  native 
.  fhades. 

'  ,  r  \ 

« 

1  indulged  thefe  reflexions  lad 
night  near  the  walls  of  the  cattle,  and 
direXly  under  the  window  oi  the 
chapnber  which  you  ufed  to  occupy. 
The  feafon  was  as  delightful  as  my 
meditations ;  the  moon  was  fmilihg 

_  V  - 

unveiled  ;  the  tall  trees  near  the  we  it¬ 
em  corner  of  the  building,  nodded  to 

\  •  .  -V 

\  • 

the  breezes ;  and  the  flute  of  poor  blind 

■  n  6  William^ 

/ 


\ 


\ 
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William  fent  fome  ftrains  of  tender 
fweetnefs  from  the  door  of  his  cot¬ 
tage  : — Ah  it  was  a  delicious  hour ! 

*  *  *  *  * 

V 

\ 

i  '  t 

After  thus  calmly  thinking,  thus 
calmly  writing,  can  you,  dear  Charles* 
believe  that  I  have  lately  been  nearly 
deprived  of  reafon  ?  that  my  heart  has 
been  pierced  as  with  a  dagger,  and 
that  I  have  alternately  fobbed  like  a 
child,  and  raved  like  a  maniac  ?  I  have. 
But  my  fenfes  are  again  compact,  and 
I  have  talked  my  felt  into  firmnefs. 

f 

At  the  time  of  your  father’s  coming 
ro  take  pofiefllon  of  the  cattle,  and 

when 
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when  you  firft  were  inclined  to  allow 
me  your  friendfhip,  the  prejudices  of 
the  world,  and  the  diftin&ions  of  fo- 
ciety  were  not  unknown  to  me  ;  and 
I  thought  it  not  improbable  that  a 
young  man,  educated  as  you  had 
been,  might  have  ftrongly  imbibed 
thofe  notions  which  are  widely  diffufeda 
and  generally  adopted. 

“  I  will  fee  whether  my  conjectures 
are  right,  or  not,”  1  faid  to  my  guar¬ 
dian,  my  piotedtor ;  “  I  will  confefs 
to  the  young  gentleman  my  adtual 
lituation  : — arepulfeat  afeafon  like  the 
prefect  I  (hould  foon  forget ;  but  were 
I  to  meet  it  after  a  mutual  declaration 
of  friend fh ip,  and  after  my  heart  had 
6  admitted 


A 
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admitted  him  as  a  brother,  it  might 
lone  continue  to  mo  thy,  to  fcourge,. 
and  to  torment  me.” 

i 

*  »  _ 
When  I  next  faw  you,  I  opened  my- 

fcif ;  told  you  that  I  was  a  creature  of 
the  Redtor’s  bounty,  a  baftard  ;  the 
fon  of  a  man  whom  I  had  never  been, 
who  had  abandoned  me  and  my  un¬ 
fortunate  mother,  and  of  whom  I 
thought  with  horror  and  di'gud! 

4 

What  did  you  dor— gave  me  an 
embrace  as  ftrong  as  if  your  mother’s 
womb  had  produced  me.  Wh'at  did 
you  fay  r — 46  Leopold,  by  the  God 

whom  I  believe  in,  and,  worfliip,  you 

>  * 

fhall  be  as  dear  to  me  as  if  you  were 


/ 
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my  brother  !”—  Oh  Charles,  Charles  ! 

I  then  wept,  and  my  eyes  even  now 
are  growing  blind  with  tears.  My 
generous  Charles — exemplary  friend  ! 

^ 

Thefe  pa  (lions  mu  ft  not  have  fuch 

•  «  ' 

domination  ;  for  on  the  ceaiing  of 

$ 

every  fit,  I  think  my  heart  is  more  and 
more  impaired  ! 

#  #  #  #  # 

Well ! — This  father  of  whom  I 
haveTpokeh  is,  I  find,  dill  living — is  a 
man  of  rank  and  fortune,  and  not 
what  he  declared  him  (elf  to  be  when 
he  ruined,  and  gave  the  death-blow  to 
my  mother.  After  a  fiience  and 

needed 
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neglect  of  nearly  twenty  years,  during: 
which  time  his  purfuits  may  have  been 
in  the  higheft  degree  vicious  and  dis¬ 
graceful,  he  has  offered  me  his  protec¬ 
tion,  and  fent  an  ambaflador  to  bring 
me  before  him.  I  was  aftonifhed* 
nearly  mad,  for  a  while  I  believe 
actually  fo.  I  thought  that  I  had  re¬ 
ceived  an  invitation  to  league  with  a. 
murderer,  and  recoiled  from  it  with 
indignation  1 

I  never  knew  my  mother,  but  her 

wrongs  have  been  told  me  by  my  dear 

»  / 

benefactor ;  and  he  has  fpoken  of  her 
in  fuch  terms,  that  my  heart  for  her 
has  become  ail  love  and  tendernefs. 

I  icarcely  difbelieve  in  fpirits.  Laft 

night 

~  ^  i  ,1 

»  / 
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\  , 

night  fhe  rofe  from  the  grave,  and 

fm iled  on  me,  I  was  alone  in  the 

church-yard — *the  hour  late.  Lad 
night  I  faw  her ;  my  fubftance  was 
too  erofs  for  an  embrace  ;  but  her 

v_>  p 

'*■'  .  \  I 

arms  were  opened.  It  could  not  be 
merely  fancy  1 

I  muft  now  attend  my  venerable 
friend,  who,  I  fear,  has  but  a  little 
while  to  live.  Though  the  func¬ 
tions  of  life  are  nearly  put  afide,  and 
though  the  renovating  fpirits  of  im¬ 
mortality  are  at  hand,  yet  I  fbtall 
follow  his  body  to  the  grave  with 
fadnefs,  and  figh  for  him  many  an 
hoyr  in  the  days  of  winter.  But  his 
allies  will  comingle  with  thofe  of 

his 


/ 
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Lis  god  daughter— with  thofe  of  my 
mother* 

i 

Soon,  dear  Charles,  I  will  write  to 

✓ 

you  -again  more  fully,  and  I  hope 
more  calmly,  though  I  felt  no  dif- 
compofure  till  within  a  few  minutes. 
F.rewel !  a  kind  farewel  to 'you  and 
Elizabeth. 

Leo  hold* 


Tr-TT? 
X  lib 


y  t 
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O' 


THE  ftory  has  hitherto  been  told 

in  the  epiftoiary  form ;  but  the  author 

begs  his  readers  to  take  the  remainder 

of  it  in  the  manner  of  narrative.  Elis 

\  « 

adopting  the  latter  fly le  will  not,  he 
trufts,  be  deemed  injudicious,  or  lefs 
interefi-ins:— -his characters  are  fhifting 
widely;  and  as  fome  of  the’ principal, 
ones  have  long  been  blent,  and  fame- 

'what  obfcured,  owing  to  the  difficulty 

/ 

of  making  them  form  a  natural  cor- 
refpondence,  he  is  inclined  more 
ftronglv  to  alter  the  original  plan  of  the 
performance.  Whatever  the  opinions 
of  other  Novelifts,  or  ofreaders^may  be, 

the 


i 
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- 

the  vyrifer  of  thefe  floeets  does  not  re- 
memb  r  to  have  ever  read  a  finale 

O 

work  of  imagination  in  letters,  which 
9/ 

mig:  t  not  have  been  improved,  en  j 

made  to  '{'.pear  more  prob  ,  con- 

\ 

fe  luentlv  more  interefti:  m  had  the 

o 7 

author  been  Icfs  uniform,  and  occafion- 
ally  fpoken  for  h  mi  elf. 

Befides,  not  to  ant:cipate,  whea 
friends  part,  and  are  afterwards  di¬ 
vided  by  foreign  lands  and  Teas,  letters 
become  more  rare,  and  are  tranfmitted 
more  tardily  :  (hips  are  not  often  fo 
exact  in  their  arrivals  as  our  inland 
mails ;  and  the  children  of  Aftrseus 
are  feldom  fo  accommodating  as  a 
fingle  poftboy.  The  rules  neceffary 
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to  be  obferved  in  a  Novel  and  in  a 
drama  are  nearly  fmilar.  What 
chance  of  fuccefs  would  a  modern  play- 
writer  have,  if  he  were  to  tranfport 
his  perfcnages  as  Shakfpeare  has  done 
in  mod  of  his  enchanting  pieces?  Per¬ 
haps  it  may  be  augured,  that  when  a 
modem  poet  (hall  difcoverthe  ftrength 
offentiment,  the  grandeur  and  beauty 
of  imagery  which  diftinguifh  the  Eri- 
tiili  idol,  an  audience  will  forgive  the 
magical  migrations,  the  inconfiftencies 
of  time,  place,  and  a£tion  ■>  and  not 
only  allow  him  to  (kip  acrofs  the 
Channel  into  France,  but  alfo  to  ftep 
from  Milford  Haven  to  Italy  in  the 

fhifting  of  a  fcene. 

#  *  #  #  * 


Some 
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Some  few  days  after  Baron  Alten- 

burg  had  written  his  lad  letter  to 

Count  Stendal,  he  and  the  Baronefs 

returned  to  Vienna.  They  were  thus 

* 

fuddenly  recalled  by  letters  from 

i  ^  - 

Grotz,  which  announced  the  arrival 
of  a  lady  of  the  name  of  Gardiner, 
who  had  been  admitted  into  the  houfe 
as  a  relation  of  the  family,  and  who, 
fince  her  coming;  thither,  had  been 

o  J 

S  ' 

much  indifpofed,  and  very  folicitous 
to  fee  thofe  friends  for  whom  fhe 
had  a  confiderabie  time  been  feeking. 

r> 

The  Baronefs  did  not  recollect  the 

\ 

name,  which  founded  foreign  to  her 
ear ;  the  intelligence  of  the  fteward, 
however,  highly  intercftcd  her ;  and 


on 
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on  her  return  to  Vienna,  (he  cl ii co¬ 
ve  red,  in  the  fuppofed  ftranger,  the 
only  furviving  lifter  of  her'  late  mo¬ 
ther.  She  real ly  felt  the  pleafure  fhe 
expre  fifed  ;  for  (he  had  long  concluded 
her  aunt  to  l;e  dead,  and  had  heard, 
feveral  years  previous  to  this  meeting, 
that  Mrs.  Gardiner,  then  bearing  ano- 
ther  name,  had  been  loft  in  a  ftorm 
near  Barbadoes. 

1 

The  life  of  this  relation  had  been, 
indeed,  a  ftrange  mixture  of  fuccefifes 
and  mifchances ;  but  as  this  book  is 
not  intended  as  a  vehicle  for  epifodes, 
it  will  only  be  laid  that  the  perfon  newly 
introduced  to  the  notice  of  the  reader, 
had  recently  ftepped  into  a  ftate  of 

fecond 
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fecond  widowhood,  and  was  foon  going 
to  England  to  receive  a  large .  fortune, 
which  her  laft  hufband,  a*  native  of 
that  country,  who  had  been  a  mer- 
chant  in  India,  bequeathed  to  a  truly 
excellent  wife. 

The  tender,  the  fludiouily  humane 
Chriftiana  ferved  to  remove  the  indif- 
pohtion  of  her  aunt,  which  arofe 
partly  from  fatigue  and  anxiety  ;  and 
Altenburgwas  pleafed  in  thedifcovery 
that  had  been,  lately  made. y  But  the 
neceffity  of  Mrs.  Gardiner's  early  de¬ 
parture  was  very  difpleafing  to  her 
niece ;  and  as  neither  the  journey 
could  be  protra&ed,  nor  the  regret  put 
aiide,  one  morning  when  they  had 

been 


LEOPOLD  WARN  DOR  F.  289 

been  in  Vienna  fomewhat  more  than 
a  month,  Chriftiana  entreated  her 
Lord  to  go  for  a  while  to  Eng¬ 
land. 

I  s 

Altenburg,  not  expecting  ftieh  a 
requeft,  darted  on  her  making  it, 
and  was  inclined  to  oppofition  ;  but 
the  petition  was  urged  again  with  a 
thoufand  new  fmiles,  and  granted  by 
him  with  a  thoufand  new  pleaiures, 
though  every  one  of  them  was  quick, 
in  dying. 

The  Baronets  and  Mrs.  Gardiner 
were  delighted  with  the  acquiefcence 
of  Altenburg ;  but  he,  going  foori 
after  to  the  library,  found  that  not  a 

fingje- 


yol.  1. 
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fingle  ray  of  their  happinefs  had  been 
diffufed  in  his  almoft  comfortlefs 
bread.  He  paced  the  room  in  great 
didurbance,  and  folded  his  arms,  as  if 
■by  that  means  he  drove  to  alleviate 
fome  inward  pain.  Having  mur¬ 
mured  a  few  words,  but  what  they 
were  he  fcarcely  knew  himfelf,  he  took 
from  his  bofom  (was  he  culpable  for 
the  a£i  ?)  a  miniature  of  Ifabella. 

,  / 

He  did  not  immediately  bedow  on 
it  any  particular  mark  of  favour  ;  on 
the  contrary,  he  held  it  at  fome  dif- 
tance  from  him,  and  looked  on  it  only 
with  the  eyes  of  pity.  He  held  it  at 
fome  difiance  from  him  ;  but  a  more 
than  common  thought  feemed  to 
3  drike 


LEOPOLD  WARN  DOR  F,  £91 

f  V  . 

ftrike  to  the  center  of  his  brain  ;  and 
he  hugged  the  refemblance  of  her  who 
was  once  fo  dear,  fo  precious  to  him, 
as  ifhewiflied  to  incorporate  it  with 
his  heart. 

He  wept  a  flood  of  cruel  tears,  and 
burft  into  many  exclamations,  denot¬ 
ing  pain  and  wretchedness. 

) 

And  mufti  leave  thee ?”  he  cried, 
gazing  on  the  pi  6t  u  re  of  Ifabella ; 
€£  muft  I  leave  thee  and  our  daughter, 
our  innocent  child,  perhaps  to  perifti 
for  want  !  Thefe  eyes  fmiled  on  me 
feventeen  years :  fo  long  did  this 
lovely  bofom  bear  within  it  a  true 
and  ardent  love  ;  fo  long  were  thefe 

t 

o  2  delicate 
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delicate  arms  thrown  with  a  diffolving 
tendernefs  around  my  neck.  Yet  I 
left  thee — in  a  moment  of  womanifh 
fear  I  left  thee  !  And  while  thou  vvert 
journeying  on  the  road  of  .grief  and 
difappointment,  I  was  polling,  on  the 
wings  of  a  new- created  love,  to  the 
•goal  of  wealth  and  pleafure.  Bale, 
hypocritical  Altenburg  !  Unhappy  and 
negledld  Ifabelia  !  thou  mayfl  be 
compared  to  a  tree,  which  was  beau¬ 
tiful  in  its  bloflbms,  and  delicious  in 
its  fruit  ; — I  looked,  admired,  and 
feafted  ;  till,  by  repeated  thefts,  and 
by  the  boughs  being  too  rudely  flhaken, 
they  became  dripped,  and  were  inca¬ 
pable  of  bearing  bloom,  nay,  even  of 
putting  forth  their  leave?.  The  fated 

jobber 
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Tobber  fled,  but  not  till  he  had  carved 
upon  the  tender  rind  his  infamous  and 
-cruel  name — *the  name  of  Altenburg-]” 

In  fueh  ruminations  as  the  fore¬ 
going,  and  with  his  mind  frequently 
reverting  to  the  extraordinary  fon  of 
Jofephine,  paffed  his  time  till  the  arri¬ 
val  of  the  day  on  which  he  left  Vienna  $ 
nor  could  the  buftle,  occafioned  after¬ 
wards  by  the  embarkation  for  Eng¬ 
land,  rout  the  flrong  images  from  his 

i 

mind.  Chriffiana  often  fmiled  on 
him,  and  as  often  did  he  prefs  her  to 
his  bread:  3  but  he  frequently  dole 
awray  from  her  for  a  few  minutes,  and 
going  to  the  ftern  of  the  veffd,  look¬ 
ing  on  the  bed  of  waters  he  wras  leaving 

’be  hinds 
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behind,  and  murmuring  thofe  names 
which  were  never  to  be  erafed  from 

v  >  ■ 

his  memory,  he  would  indulge  the 
fpirit  of  melancholy  :  and  it  was  not 
unufual  for  him  repeatedly  to  lay  his 
hand  upon  his  heart,  and  forrowfully 
exclaim,  “  Ah'!  here  is  much  amifs  !’* 
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